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I. THE END OF A REIGN 

I 

The Ttjring King 

O N the evening of January 2oth, 1936, there 
was a small crowd outside Buckingham 
Palace. Lately there have been crowds very 
often outside the gates of that palace — a new habit, 
it seems, of Londoners and visitors to London who 
won’t leave it alone and stand there, staring 
at the sentries and through the railings, impelled 
by some sense of drama or romance, excited 
perhaps by the picture papers and the daily bulle- 
tins about Royalty which reach them over the 
“wireless.” 

On this day what special reason had brought this 
crowd of silent people to the ^tes? They were 
waiting for a bulletin. The King — ^who was George 
V — ^was ill at Sandringham. He was dying, perhaps. 
It was only a few weeks after he had spoken through 
the microphone his Christmas message to the nation, 
when millions of people had listened to his rich 
throaty voice in which there was great kindliness, a 
really fetherly benevolence, and, once or twice,, an 
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emotion which enriched the words he spoke, and 
that last “God bless you all.” 

It was only half a year since his Jubilee celebrations 
when he had been surprised by the tremendous 
warmth of popular enthusiasm and affection which 
greeted him on his way through the streets and from 
every part of the country. Vast crowds had surged 
up then to Buckingham Palace on those wonderful 
May nights so warm, and fragrant, and strange for 
an English spring. They had chanted, “We want the 
Kingl . . . We want the King!” until he had come 
on to the balcony to receive their cheers and listen 
to their singing of the National Anthem. 

He had been surprised and touched by this, as we 
heard afterwards from those close to him. He had 
had no idea that he had made such a place for himself 
in the hearts of the people. He had thought that it 
was his son, the Prince of Wales, who had captured 
the imagination and idolatry of the crowds. 

He had been physically strengthened even by this 
new awareness of popular devotion. To the astonish- 
ment and relief of his doctors and friends he went 
through the fetigues of these celebrations and street 
processiom without signs of exhaustion. They had 
been anxious. They knew that he had no reserves 
of vitality. That lung was not functioning. It was 
alnmst a miracle which had saved him during his 
deviate illn^ after taking a chili at the Cenotaph. 
But during the Jubilee he had shown astcaiishing 
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endurance, and had even asked for more than he need 
have done by making imexpected drives with the 
Queen through the poorest districts of London, as 
though eager and happy to hear the shrill cheers of 
millions of yoimg children who rushed out at the 
news of his coming, and to warm himself at the fire 
of this popular homage which, he could see and feel, 
was personal and affectionate. He had tried to serve 
them by doing his job. He had been through the war 
with them. They understood. This was hds reward. 

Now he was dying. What did the crowd expect to 
see, staring through the railing at those blank walls 
and unlighted windows? 

They were speaking to each other in low voices. 

“I hope he’ll pull through.” . . . 

“We can’t afford to lose him.” . . . 

“No, that’s right. He’s been a good King, and all 
of us know it.” . . , 

“The world’s in a troubled state, isn’t it? If King 
George goes ” 


2 

Another Vigil 

As I passed the Palace and stood for a moment in 
the crowd a strange memory came back to me. I was 
here, inside those gates, beyond the railings, on the 
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night when George V became King. It was the night 
of May 6th, 1910. Then King Edward VII was on his 
death-bed here in Buckingham Palace. 

The last official bulletin had been hopeful. As a 
writer on the old T>ailj Chronicle I had been received 
with other newspaper men by Lord KnoUys who had 
assured us that ffie King was quite comfortable and 
that there was no reason for immediate anxiety. I 
had reported this to the office and prepared to go 
home to a little house in Kensington but the news 
editor — ^a ruthless fellow in times of crisis! — desired 
me to spend the night outside the Palace “in case 
anything happened.” It seemed to me an abominable 
idea and quite unnecessary, but with a colleague 
named Eddy — ^now a famous K.C. — I obeyed orders. 

It was Eddy’s idea that we should charter a four- 
wheeled cab and make ourselves as comfortable as 
possible during the night of waiting. It was an 
admirable plan, and after dining in a Fleet Street 
restaurant we hired the “growler” — ^that extinct 
vehicle — and, by the magic password of the Press, 
drove through the gates and “parked,” as we should 
say now, in the great courtyard. 

It was about half-past eleven at night. Outside the 
railings there was a crowd made up of all classes and 
types of London life in those days, which now seem 
incredibly remote because of all that has changed 
since then. There were many society men and 
women; young bloods of the town in top hats which 
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have now gone into forgotten dustbins; and soldierly 
men who had not yet lost all the bronze of the South 
African war days ; and actresses, and coster girls, and 
the old doss-house types ; and people who had just 
come out of the theatres, in evening cloaks and coats. 
We could see their faces in the white glare of the 
lamps by the fountain. 

Eddy took off his boots and proposed to sleep. 
Being a nicotine addict I had a craving for a last 
cigarette and stood smoking it in the empty court- 
yard. Presently — forget how long it was — a 
carriage and pair came quietly through the archway 
and passed me as I stood by one of the standard lamps. 
Their gleam passed across the carriage window. 
Inside were two people with white faces and glisten- 
ing eyes. I had known them by sight as the Prince 
and Princess of Wales. 

I went to the cab and spoke in an agitated voice. 

“Eddy, I believe something has happened. I believe 
the King is dead.” 

Eddy put on his boots. We went hurriedly 
into the equerries’ entrance which was open. 
Before a fireplace a gentleman of the Household was 
standing. 

“How is the King?” I asked. 

He was standing there as though a little dazed. 

He looked up at a clock over the fireplace and 
answered me. 

“His Majesty died a few minutes ago.” 
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Those who had passed in the courtyard were the 
King and Queen. George V had begun his reign. 

Now, nearly twenty-six years afterwards, he was 
dying at Sandringham. 


3 

The Reiga of George V 

That night I sat in a little old farmhouse under low 
beams. There was a log fire burning on the hearth, 
and it was very quiet outside in fields going down to 
a wood. But a voice was speaking in the room which 
was heard by hundreds of millions of people, in many 
countries, listening for the latest news about King 
George, by the miracle of the radio which is drama- 
tising life and death and all the human puppet show. 
The announcer had put on his mourning voice, 
iniBnitely sad. 

^he King^s life is moving peacefully towards its 
close.^ 

It was the last bulletin from the King’s doctors, and 
the amiouncer read out their names. 

Every quarter of an hour for hour after hour the 
same words were spoken by that mournful voice. 

*T1be King’s life is moving peacefully towards its 
close.” ^ 

It became unbearable at last, that constant 
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repetition, but all over England, and all otiier 
countries where British subjects were within reach 
of this wireless transmission, the people listened and 
could not bring themselves to switch off until they 
had heard the announcement of the end. 

George V was dead, and something had gone 'ivith 
his passing. It seems so often that something goes, 
some change happens, in the spirit of our nation at 
the end of a reign, as though the personality of the 
sovereign stamps itself upon the character of the 
time. History is not cut off into slices like that. One 
era merges imperceptibly into another. But the 
Victorian era itself with its manners and moralities 
seemed to go when the old Queen departed. The 
Edwardian period, that short reign of Edward VII, 
seems, falsely perhaps, to stand for a definite transition 
from Victorianism to “modem” ways of thought, less 
rigid, less formal, and less reticent. What did 
George V mean in our history book ? What difference 
would his passing make? 

His reign had begun with some political trouble, as 
I remembered on that night of his death. There had 
been that struggle — ^was it the last fight? — between 
the Lords and the Commons. Asquith had threatened 
to swamp the House of Lords with Liberal peers if 
they would not pass a Budget which, they asserted, 
went beyond a financial measure. A number of 
“Diehard” peers — ;the name was newly coined — ^had 
threatened to resist to the last ditch in defence of 
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their privileges. But Asquith had the King’s agree- 
ment to create the new peers if the House of Lords 
refused to yield their power of obstruction. They 
had not been pleased with his Majesty for that. When 
he came to open Parliament there were murmurings 
among the peers and peeresses in the long painted 
gallery where I happened to stand among them as an 
onlooker. 

“This is the end of all things,” said a lady by my side. 
“After us the deluge. Oh, that man Asquith !” 

The King was very nervous, but read his speech in 
a steady guttural voice. It was noticed that he wore 
no gloves, contrary to all tradition. Something had 
happened in the Royal coach to spoil them. The 
Queen’s face was extremely pale, and in that white 
face her eyes seemed to bum — almost as though cut 
out of the Cullinan diamond at her breast, which 
quivered with light as though little white flames were 
leaping from it. 

After that there was the Irish trouble, when the 
officers at the Curragh decided to disobey orders if 
they were to be moved against Ulster, arming under 
Carson. Then came Churchill’s angry cry: “Then it 
will be the Army versus the People I” There were 
always the Suffragettes. . . . Certain newspapers 
raised a scare about the Navy and a secret increase 
of the German Fleet. Churchill demanded more 
cruisers, .“We want eight and we won’t wait.” 

How difficult it is to recall all that now 1 And how 
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little it seems to matter! The reign of George V will 
be remembered always for one chapter of history 
which lasted for four and a half years — ^dxe most 
terrific ordeal ever endured by our nation and race ; 
the cause of the most tremendous upheaval in the 
minds, manners, and moralities of our people; 
smashing caste, breaking down the last stronghold 
of feudalism, changing everything, except something 
unchangeable, it seems, in our character and tradition. 
George V was King during those years of war and 
played his part with a courage, a lack of dismay even 
in the darkest days — ^which were very dark — ^and a 
kindly sympathy for all the suffering of the yoimger 
men, which somehow reached out to them, though 
he was never emotional and never dramatic. 

He came out to France and Flanders during the 
war and insisted upon going up to the front when it 
wasn’t at all “healthy” as we used to say. His Generals 
were very nervous about him . The enemy’s shell fire 
was no respecter of persons. It came very close to 
him when he stood on the Messines Ridge looking 
over the enemy lines, and it followed him when he 
stood by one of the enormous craters blown up by 
our mines. 

I listened to his conversation with the young 
officers in trenches and dug-outs. He had a cheery 
naval voice and manner, though he looked odd in 
khaki and steel hat because of his beard. He laughed 
now and then in the fields of Armageddon. With 
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fiTTn at these times was a yoimg ojfficer who was Prince 
of Wales, rather bored with the litter of battlefields 
which interested his father. It was all very familiar 
to him. 

I was wi thin a yard or two of the King when he sat 
on a restive horse reviewing a battalion of Air Force 
men near Bethune. They cheered him, and the horse, 
fiightened by this queer noise, reared up three times 
and then fell over sideways in the mud with the King 
beneath its body. He was seriously hurt when 
“Brass-hats” dismoimted hurriedly, rushed to him, 
and carried him to a car. Next day an ambulance 
passed through Lillers, where thousands of ambu- 
lances went their way in those war years with loads 
of wounded men whose muddy boots stuck up be- 
yond the stretchers. Only a few of us knew that in 
this ambulance was the King, suffering horrible pain. 
It might have been another Tommy on his way to 
a casualty clearing station. The young Prince was 
scared about it, and saw the shadow of the crown 
creeping closer to him. 

Crcwns were falling into the mud. Dynasties were 
ciajdiing. Revolutions were breaking out towards the 
end of a stru^le among the human tribes which had 
called for more than human endurance and had 
become a warfere of machines, a mechanical routine 
of slaughter, an endless maiming and killing of the 
world’s manhood. When at last it ended one king, 
almost alone — except for the King of the Belgians — 
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received the homage of the men who had gone 
through those fires. It was King George. 

On Armistice night enormous crowds mostly in 
uniform — or hospital blue — ^went towards Bucking- 
ham Palace and called for him. It was the first time 
they had ever demonstrated like that outside the 
Palace, though now, as I have said, it seems to be 
a habit. TTiey cheered themselves hoarse, and sang 
“God Save The King” with tireless enthusiasm. 

Up there on the balcony was a bearded man vsdth 
kind eyes puckered by little wrinkles. He was not 
one of the War Lords. He had never dressed up in 
shining armour. He had never played the part of a 
great general moving masses of men about — ^to the 
wrong places, perhaps. He had done his job as head 
of the State without any limelight, or any greed for 
power. 

“Tm a very ordinary fellow,” he said of himself. 
Perhaps because of that, because he was supremely the 
ordinary English fellow, quiet, and good-natured, and 
keen on his duty, and unfussed by disaster, and above 
all the intrigues and dissensions and despairs which 
had happened behind the scenes, the men of the 
Services paid their call on him and said “Good old 
George!” 

They liked him. And he was their King, and there- 
fore stood as the symbol of “the whole show” as they 
called it, meaning the frightful and heroic adventure 
of those war years, the spirit of the people — ^their 



12 


ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 


pals, themselves — who ha<3n’t done badly, damn it; 
who had died, or gone forward to the fires with 
something in their souls and blood which went 
back to Agincourt and Crecy; who had endured the 
muck and mud for something more than the oaths 
of a sergeant-major; who now had fought the way 
to peace, with something saved out of the ruin and 
the wreckage. England was saved. The Empire was 
saved. Good old George! 

They were sorry he had pegged out. 


4 

The Ordeal oj Gii^ 

“This is getting a bit too much,” said a friend of 
mine, drawing a deep breath. “What with the news- 
papers and the B.B.C., I’m beginning to think that 
the death of the King is the greatest event in human 
history since the Crucifixion. And that isn’t true, 
you know, in spite of due respect.” 

There were other people — many of them^ — ^who 
felt like that. 

“We can’t go on wallovring in grief to such an 
extent,” said a lady of practical mind, averse, like 
many English women of the old stock, to exaggerated 
sentimoit and emotional ejqiression. “The B.B.C. is 
making an orgy of it.” 
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The B.B.C. were overdoing it, though with 
reverence, a sense of drama, and all their resources of 
solemn music, tolling bells, reciting of poetry, hymns 
and prayers. Their news service was devoted almost 
entirely to the Lying in State and funeral procession, 
with an account of all the grief and sympathy of the 
world expressed by rulers and peoples to the British 
nation for their great loss. But it lasted too long. 
There was too much of it. The voices of the an- 
nouncers were lowered to a minor key for too many 
hours of the day and night. It is one of the dangers of 
this present period of history. The “wireless,” the 
Press, and the Cinema are competing in the over- 
emotionalisation, the over-dramatisation, of con- 
temporary events. The microphone especially is 
dangerous because it can so easily produce mass 
excitement and mass hysteria. Towards the end of 
the funeral ceremonies I noticed a tendency to 
cynicism among intelligent people who wish to keep 
a mental balance and proportion. 

“I’m almost becoming anti-monarchical,” said a 
fiiend of mine, who is no Communist. 

A group of elders, very wise and distinguished, sat 
in their usual places, beyond the draughts, in a comer 
of a club smoking-room. The eldest and the wisest of 
them was saying something about all this fervour of 
grief for the dead King. 

“It’s because people are giving up belief in God,” he 
said. “They must have something to worship. So 
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they are indulging in King-worship and raising the 
State, or the Leader, to the position of Godhead. 
It happened in Rome in the time of the Caesars.” 

That was an inevitable reaction against the ex- 
aggeration of printed and spoken words. But it didn’t 
touch the great mass of the nation. They did not 
think it was overdone. They delivered themselves 
over to its emotion, and were utterly sincere in their 
regret for the passing of King George. He had spoken 
to them. They had heard his voice. He belonged to 
every little household in the country and in the 
Empire. They had actually come to regard him, I 
think, as the father of the family of nations which 
make up the Commonwealth. There was a personal 
warmth in their affection for him beyond their 
traditional loyalty to the King in which, — ^as the 
Americans can hardly understand, or, if they imder- 
stand, condemn — ^there is something mystical, what- 
ever the character of the King, and something which 
has its roots far back in their history and soul. 


S 

The Cross on the Crown 

I was in the crowd not far from the procession 
when the coflSn of the dead King was brought on a gun 
carriage — after the train journey from ^dringham 
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— ^to Westminster Hall. An officer of the 
Guards with drawn sword walked immediately 
behind the coffin and then came the new King, 
Edward VUI, whom all 'of us had known as Prince of 
Wales, so that it was very difficult to speak of him as 
the King. His brothers walked with him that long 
way. He looked tired, I thought, and others thought 
so too. 

“I’m sorry for him,” said a voice over my shoulder. 
“He looks hot and bothered. No wonder!” 

His feet dragged a little towards the end. Several 
times he wiped the sweat off his forehead as he 
walked bareheaded in ordinary clothes with a dark 
overcoat. 

On the gun carriage above the flag which covered 
it was the Imperial Crown, jogging as it went. 

I remembered something about that Crown, having 
once read its history. It is St. Edward’s crown. In the 
gold framework of this diadem are three thousand 
diamonds and the sapphire of the Confessor’s ring, 
and above all, in the cross, that “feir ruby, great as a 
rocket-ball,” given to the Black Prince, and worn by 
King Harry in his helm, upon St. Crispin’s Day. 

Something had happened to the top of the crown 
where the cross stands. The jogging of the gun 
carriage had shaken it loose and presently shook it 
off. It fell first on to the ledge of the gun carriage and 
then into the mud. 

King Edward noticed it and gave a startled 
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exclamation. The officer with the drawn sword 
stooped down and picked up the fallen piece and put 
it in his pocket, where it stayed until he reached 
Westminster, where it was screwed on again. 

“Absit omen!” said a voice in the crowd, quite close 
to me and I turned and looked into the eyes of the 
man who had spoken those words. He was a tall, lean 
youngish man, with a little dark moustache. I 
happened to know him slightly, having met him in 
one of the small rooms of St. James’s Palace. 


6 

The l^ing in State 

King George’s Lying in State in Westminster Hall 
was the most impressive evidence of the personal 
respect which he had gained among the people who 
passed into that old hall, which is one of the shrines 
of our history and very full of ghosts. 

It was a slow and long ordeal on vnnter days and 
evenings with wet pavements and a cold wind 
blowing, and no shelter for women and children. 
But all day long, day after day, there were, queues 
stretching fer and waiting patiently for this moment’s 
glimpse of a coflBn and a crown and four sentries of his 
life Guards standing like statues -with bowed heads at 
each comer of the catafalque. For half an hour they 
were the new King and his brothers. 
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The crowds moved at a snail’s pace with many 
halts after each few yards of progress. I passed along 
dieir lines and watched their faces. They were of all 
classes and types, though mostly belonging, I should 
say, to the outer suburbs, where they live in little 
houses in long streets where there is not much margin 
of money for those who have a wireless set in the 
sitting-room, paid for on the instalment system. 
They had come up by buses and tubes after office 
hours if that was their only free time. They looked 
very grave as though they had lost their best friend 
or even their own father. They spoke hardly at all to 
each other and then in whispers. The children with 
them were stricken dumb by its solemnity. There 
was no commotion, no attempt to steal a place, no 
back-chat. This long line of damp and shabby people 
in raincoats seemed never to end. It never ended 
until nearly a million had passed that way. 

One of them — a lady — ^spoke to me on her way out 
of Westminster hall. It was one I knew, and the last 
I expected to see. She is a humorous lady with a 
caustic wit, despising sentiment; and she is delicate, 
and fragile in physique. 

“You here !” I exclaimed. 

“Of course,” she answered. “Why not? I had to 
say good-bye to a man who gave me my medals. I 
couldn’t shirk that. A soldier’s daughter!” 

It had taken her two hours, and she looked dead 
tired with a very white face. She had served in the 
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war in hospital wards, going down on her knees to cut 
off the muddy rags of wounded soldiers. She was not 
wearing her medals, but somehow I saw diem on her 
breast. 

Among those hundreds of thousands who lined up 
in queue to pass for a moment past the coffin of King 
George — ^that very ordinary fellow, as he called 
himself, as in many ways he was — ^there were great 
numbers of men who had gone, I am sure, in the 
spirit of that nurse, “For King and Country.” Hadn’t 
they gone out when that call came? They had been 
‘fed up’ all right. They had cursed die war. They 
had had a poor deal afterwards, perhaps. But some- 
how, for some reason which they would have shirked 
putting into words — ^they don’t talk about patriotism 
or loyalty — ^they ceune to give a last salute to the King, 
and it was not for a peep-show. 


7 

The King’s Funeral 

I was in the crowd again to see the funeral pro- 
cession pass up Park Lane on its way to Paddington, 
where it would entrain for Windsor. There w;as a 
vast multitude in the Park and along Piccadilly and 
down St. James’s Street. Its pressure became 
dan^ous, especially around the Marble Arch, where 
it checked the progress of the procession and spoilt 
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the time-table. There was a window in Grosvenor 
House to which 1 had been invited, but I stared up at 
it across many lines of people and knew that I should 
never get there. I thought also that I should not get 
even a glimpse of the funeral pageant as I stood in a 
hollow with rising ground in front of me, densely 
packed. Those people in front were more selfish 
than was quite justified. Hiey stood on park chairs, 
utterly obliterating any view to be had by a hundred 
thousand eyes behind them. But those people with- 
out a view were wonderfully patient and good- 
humoured about it. I talked with some of them, 

“Not a hope!” said a man next to me with his wife 
and little girl. “But after all, we haven’t come for a 
show, exactly. It’s to show respect. Some of these 
folk are a lot too cheerful 1 I don’t feel like laughing 
myself because a few boys are behaving like monkeys 
up them trees. I’ve come to see the last journey of 
King George, or, anyhow, to take my hat off when he 
passes.” 

He was severe on the demeanour of the crowd, 
which I found very orderly and quiet. Only now and 
again before the first sound of funeral music a few 
trivial incidents aroused a muimur of laughter — a 
man felling off one of the chairs, a young fellow 
hanging on to a branch, a dog hurrying along the 
empty roadway scared by the multitude on each side. 

A girl near me defended herself for a moment’s 
levity. 
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“Oh well, the King wouldn’t mind a smile or two 
while we’re waiting for him. It’s only natural. I 
suppose we’re all choking down our secret feelings.” 

She spoke of the King as though she had known him 
well — ^as though he might have taken tea with her 
quite often, so that she knew he wouldn’t mind a 
smile or two while these folk were waiting for him. 
She belonged to that type and class which sits dovra 
to a light meal of tea and sandwiches after a funeral 
and says, “It’s just how he would have liked it, poor 
dear!” 

“I must say it’s a nice day for it,” said the father of 
the little girl. He kept making friendly remarks to 
me, but I couldn’t place him exactly. He was perhaps 
a French polisher. I find quite a number of men I talk 
to by chance are French polishers. He had hoisted 
the plump little daughter on to his shoulder and 
hoped she could see something. 

Heavy clouds were scudding across the sky, and 
a soft wind was blowing, and sunlight flickered 
between the bare trees of the Park. 

“I’m thinking a lot of the new King,” he told me. 
“Great responsibility for a young man, of course! 
Well, he’ll be equal to it, no doubt of that. He has 
the people behind him, and all the young folk. 
They’ll follow him anywhere if he lifts a little finger. 
It’s his pluck they like. No end of spirit, eh? And 
he gets on with the working classes. He knows how 
to talk to them. He showed up the state of the 
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distressed areas when the politicians wanted to 
forget them. A young king will be good for the 
country, in my judgment. Not that he could do 
better than the man who’s gone. Everybody says so. 
He was all right.” 

There was a determined attempt to force a line 
through the chairs. Women who had been firmly 
planted on them since the early hours of the morning 
refused to budge but could not resist enormous 
pressure from behind. Some cunning fellow moved a 
chair or two in the sudden scrimmage — enough to let 
in a raiding party. By sheer luck and blind force I 
was one of those pushed forward on to higher ground 
from which I could see the roadway, through the 
railings. 

A few moments later I heard the beat of drums and 
the sound of Chopin’s funeral march — ^that lovely, 
pitifiil, and triumphant tune of the spirit’s victory 
over death. Very slowly came the long procession of 
mounted and marching men, preceding the King’s 
coffin and the Royal mourners, and the representatives 
of many countries. It was a long walk for them, and 
the pace was set to a slow beat. Some of them were 
elderly men and looked exhausted before they had 
gone as far as Marble Arch. I caught a glimpse of feces 
I knew by sight — Generals, and Admirals and Princes. 
The richest colour in this moving picture was made 
by the flame-red capes of coachmen, which spread 
over the boxes of the old-feshioned coaches in which 



22 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

Royal ladies were driven, as though they had come 
from the Court of Queen Anne. King Edward VIII 
looked very pale and strained in his naval uniform as 
he strode alone behind his father’s coffin, which was 
drawn by long lines of naval men holding white ropes 
attached to the gim carriage. 

There was utter silence among those hundreds of 
thousands of people, standing witifi bared heads along 
the short line of route which I could see. There is 
something always imcanny in such a sudden and 
continued silence in London. One seems to hear the 
beating of one’s own heart in that multitude of 
humanity. The birds were frightened by it and rose 
circling above the trees and roofs. Then the silence 
was shocked by the firing of guns. So King George 
passed on his last journey which would end at Windsor. 

“Very impressive, don’t you think?” said a man 
who had stood next to me by the railing and had 
made way a little so that I could see something. 

“Vastly,” I agreed. 

“Now it’s the reign of Edward Vin. I suppose 
we’ll get used to it, but I still think of hi-m as the 
Prince of Wales. How’s he going to shape out, do 
you think?” 

“He hjfi fine qralities.” 

My fiiendly acquaintance — ^he was a well-dressed 
man of middle age who looked like a femily doctor or 
lawyer — waited with me imtil the crowd had thinned 
out a little. 
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“A pity he isn’t married,” he said. “A bachelor 
king will feel a bit lonely, don’t you think? But he 
has a great chance. I should say he’s the most 
popular man in the world. It’s his spirit. There’s 
something very youthful about him.” 

We were separated in the crowd, I walked down a 
passage into Knightsbridge which was dangerous 
because of the enormous pressure of people jammed 
into this narrow way. Two girls — shop-girls 
probably — ^walked in front of me. 

“I didn’t see a thing!” said one of them. “Nothing 
but people’s backs. Still I must say I enjoyed 
myself.” 

“King George was all right,” said a man’s voice over 
my shoulder. “He was all right, that’s what I say.” 

“I want something to eat,” said a woman. “I always 
feel hungry after a funeral. Queer, ain’t it? Still, it’s 
natural, I daresay.” 

“I waited three hours to see the Lying in State,” 
said one of the girls. “I wouldn’t have missed it.” 

London had seen a King go to his grave, and as I 
listened to the sullen shocks of gunfire and the sound 
of tolling bells swept by the moist wind, and the 
murmur of vast crowds, I had a sense of all the history 
that has passed in this old monstrous city, and of 
many crowds gathered vmder the clash of bells from 
many churches for crownings and burials, and 
tragedies and triumphs, and pageants and processions, 
through the centuries. This consciousness of the 
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past, this sense of historical drama, this awareness of 
ghosts, is, I believe, very real in the minds of London 
crowds when they go out to see their Kings and 
princes, dead or alive. They are sensitive to old 
vibrations. The most ignorant get some thrill of 
romance out of their heritage of history. They learn a 
bit of Shakespeare in the schools; and it’s in their 
blood. 



n. KING EDWARD VIII 


T his young King who followed his father had 
with him the heart of England — and of almost 
all the world — ^when he began his reign. 

He had made a place for himself in the imagination 
of many peoples beyond his realm. They had seen his 
face and figure so often on the screen, and in picture 
papers, and on postcards in a million shop windows, 
that he belonged to the portrait gallery of their minds 
and they liked the look of him. There was one of his 
photographs in naval imiform, laughing, which was 
pinned over many mantelpieces and many desks. It 
made one good to look at it, it was so youthful, so 
gay, so “English” as we like to think. 

As Prince of Wales he had been truly the Prince of 
Youth. The Gennans called him “the Prince” as if he 
belonged to them. The Americans called him 
“Wales,” and had a hero-worship for him since that 
time he went to visit them, and fingered his tie with 
extraordinary shyness, and laughed at the pretty girls 
and, unfortunately, fell into the wrong set on Long 
Island. 

“How are you falling. Prince?” asked Will Rogers 
at a time when the Prince had been unlucky as a 
rider. 
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“All over the place,” said the Prince of Wales, and 
Will Rogers, who had the ear of America, told his 
own people that if the United States liked to join the 
British Empire when this prince should be King it 
would be all right as faras Will Rogers was concerned. 

The world liked his courage, and restlessness, and 
eager spirit to try anything new. He was often in the 
air, and could handle his own ’plane. He liked any 
kind of game, and once, as I know, got into trouble in 
Canada for liking one too much when he ought to 
have been lunching with his elders. 

He spoke well and wittily, and sometimes made up 
his own speeches, or put bits into those prepared for 
him. 

“Gendemrai,” he said to a gathering of Press 
photographers, “I am the raw material of your 
industry.” 

There are not many princes who can make a bon 
mot like that. 

He was easy in his ways with the common folk, 
whom he liked best — ^“the likes of us” — ^who live in 
small houses on small means ; and the ex-service men, 
and craftsmen and mechanics and jockeysi Ifelmd a 
soft spot in Ms heart for the unemployed md the 
underdogs; and Ms speech over the wireless after Ms 
first visit to the workless districts in Wales was very 
moving because of its genuine sympathy and eageme^ 
to get something done about such conditions. 

He had a sense of humour uncommon in Princes. , 
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If there were an orchestra in the room he liked to 
play the “traps” or the big drum. He even did rather 
well on the bagpipes which might daunt a less feciriess 
man. 

I had seen some of his appearances from boyhood 
onwards. I stood within a yard of him when he heard 
his father proclaimed King from the walls of St. 
James’s Palace, when he looked over the ^den wall_ 
of Marlborough House. 

I saw him that day in Carnarvon when, as a boy, 
he looked a fairy-tale prince, with golden hair, as he 
was presented to the Welsh people as Prince of Wales 
with ancient ceremony in castle walls. 

I met him on the roads of France and Flanders when 
he rode a push-bike, and the troops, slogging forward 
through the mud and rain, didn’t know who he was, 
and didn’t care, because they had an ugly job ahead of 
them. 

I stood close to him when as a young lieutenant he 
watched a battle from a hill in Flanders. There were 
lots of Generals about and he saluted them respect- 
fully, and they took no notice of him. 

I saw him with his brother officers of the Guards, 
laughing at their jokes, and going into dirty places 
which were not “health resorts,” as we used to say. 

“Crowns are cheap to-day, gentlemen,” he re- 
marked one morning in his mess when dynasties were 
crashing. 

There was something of Prince Hal in him. He 
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would have exchanged “wise cracks” with old 
Falstaff. He preferred the company of Poins and 
Bardolph to that of Lord Mayors and Aldermen. I had 
often seen him looking very bored — ^painfully and 
elaborately bored — ^when he had to sit through long 
dull speeches at long dull tables. He was always 
restless at such times, moving about in his chair, 
touching things, shifting his position continually. 
“That lad is suffering,” I thought. Anybody who 
would make him laugh could get that laugh. He 
loved to be amused. He loved to laugh. It was 
rather dangerous for a Prince who one day would be 
King, and have to keep his dignity and put away his 
jesters. 

But he had a serious, even spiritual side, to his 
nature. In another book I have told how he went one 
night to the crypt below St. Martin’s Church in 
Trafelgar Square where homeless men sleep. It is not 
a pleasant place. The atmosphere there is not sweet. 
The men have damp clothes from which there comes 
a sour stench. But he stayed there for two hours 
taUdng to each man as he came down the steps to get 
his pillow for a hard bench. He was in evening 
clothes vnth his overcoat collar turned up. Not a 
man knew who he was. There were no newspaper 
men lurking about. No word of this visit was pub- 
lished. It wasn’t a publicity stunt, but something he 
did for his own interest. 

He was keen on “Toe H,” that society of earnest 
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and religious young men who hand on the torch 
of faith to the younger crowd. He entered into 
the spirit of it when they lit the lamps of Remem- 
brance, and he often used to go to one of their 
houses to sit down on bare boards and join in a sing- 
song, with “Tubby” Clayton leading the chorus. 

He would get into a small car and drive himself to 
working men’s districts, like Hoxton, and spend an 
evening in working men’s clubs. He might have been 
having a good time with his own friends in more 
comfortable surroundings. There was no public 
kudos in it. It wasn’t advertised. 

He knew the Empire and its peoples. He had gone 
through the cities of India when their shutters were 
closed because of Gandhi’s boycott. He had talked 
v(dth Indian Princes and received their homage. He 
had a ranch in Canada where he lived a free life. He 
had broken down the solemnity of South African 
Chiefr and native tribes. He had donned the head- 
dress of Red Indians. Everywhere he went he put off 
pomposity, and had the human touch, frank, kindly, 
very winning. He made friends too easily perhaps 
with those who made him laugh. He was impatient 
with friends who didn’t make him laugh, but 
criticised or advised him. 

Now he was King. It was time to put behind him 
the carelessness of youth and boon companions of 
Alsatia. He was King Emperor. What a power, and 
what a chance to give the world a new leadership! 
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The people believed in him. He stood for something 
very special in their imagination, and in their fairy 
tale of life. They knew none of his faults, his 
obstinacies, his tempers, if he had them. They knew 
only that he was a young King with a will of his ovra 
and a democratic mind. They believed he would lead 
them forward to a new age, with youth in the saddle 
behind him. 

At the beginning of December of that anxious year, 
1936, England and the British people passed through 
an ordeal which shook every little household, and 
every citizen, with an emotion which lasted for ten 
days of painful strain and ended in a kind of stupe- 
faction. This young King of ours was compelled to 
choose between his love for a lady whom he had 
chosen for his wife and the Crown itself with all it 
symbolised in power and leadership. He put his name 
to an Act of Abdication after these ten days of private 
history — ^not yet revealed in full — during which his 
people waited with tense anxiety and a passionate 
conflict of controversy. This Ab^cation, announced 
in the afternoon of December loth, was a blow at the 
heart of all those who still had a romantic affection for 
Edward Vin and who knew too little of the real facts 
to pass judgment. The ex-King (now Duke of 
Windsor) spoke that night over ^e microphone to 
millions who were not all dry-eyed when they 
listened to that vibrant voice. His last words were: 
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“And now we have a new King. I wish him, and 
you, and all his people, happiness and prosperity with 
all my heart. God bless you all. . . . God save the 
King!” 



m. GEORGE THE SIXTH 

W HAT manner of man is this who by an act 
of destiny — the strangest in our history — 
has been crowned King of Great Britain and 
Ireland, the Dominions beyond the Seas, Emperor of 
India? What character lies behind the grave reserve 
of his outward expression? What is he like “off 
parade,” as it were, in ordinary social life? 

I have seen him many times on public occasions and 
have heard him make many speeches during which I 
tried to read the riddle of his personality or to get a 
glimpse of his individuality — ^not so expressive, not so 
dramatic in appeal as that of his eldest brother who 
was King Edward Vin. One thing was easy to tell. 
He was shy, and owing to a slight inhibition when he 
was speaking publicly, so that now and again he paused 
a perceptible time to get self-control, it was obvious 
that he was doing something which needed will-power 
and courage. He had all my sympathy, as I hate public 
q>eaking and suffer incredibly beforehand. 

But I had the good fortune to spend a whole day 
with him once, and in a day one may size up any kind 
of man unless he is in hiding from his fellow-beings. 
The Duke of York, as he then was, was not at all 
in hiding, and I was astonished by his easy way of 
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conversation and by his open-heartedness. It shows 
how one can go wrong, I thought. I had no notion 
that he was like that — ^so un-stiff, so humorous, and 
on that day at least, so boyish, 

I went with him to his boys’ camp at Southwold. 
This is his particular pet hobby and a little scheme of 
his own in the way of social service, and he has run it 
for many years at his own expense. The idea is to get 
a number of public schoolboys from Eton and Harrow 
and the rest, to spend a camping holiday each year 
with boys from industrial classes and districts, getting 
them aU mixed up in games and all the activities and 
amusements of camp life, 

“You will be surprised,” he told me, “how well 
it works. There is absolutely no class-consciousness. 
And they learn a lot from each other. Anyhow, they 
have a jolly good time.” 

I could hardly believe that, I confess. It didn’t seem 
to me possible that Eton could mix ■with the Mile End 
Road or Harrow ■with Bermondsey. Needless to say, 
I did not express any doubt to the Duke himself. One 
doesn’t try to spoil a man’s dream. 

He was good enough to ask me into his o^wn car and 
during the journey he chatted on all sorts of subjects. 
He was very much interested in Australia, I remember. 
He was also keen on industrial problems and wanted 
to get more done for young boys just over school age. 
Then he began talking ■with ob^vious admiration about 
his elder brother, the Prince of Wales at that time. 
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“My brother,” he told me, “is going to make a 
speech to-morrow lasting something like an hour. I 
can’t think how he does it. To me it would be a 
tremendous ordeal. But he has a gift that way, don’t 
you think?” 

His shyness was revealed to me again. I noticed 
that whenever the car halted and there was a chance 
of his being recognised, he drew back in his seat and 
once pulled down a blind slightly. 

“I never get used to it,” he told me, but I am sure 
that by this time he has overcome that particular 
nervousness, if habit makes any difference. 

When we arrived at the camp he was received by 
rousing cheers from all the boys and I accompanied 
him on a tour of inspection. But it wasn’t at all 
formal, and he stopped frequently to telk to some of 
the boys, who were perfectly at their ease, I noticed. 
What is more surprising, perhaps, is that he was 
equally at ease "with them, for many men I know find it 
difficult to take up the right attitude with boys be- 
tween fifteen and seventeen. But the Duke of York 
was quite wonderfiil with them all through that long 
day he spent with them. He went down to bathe with 
a crowd of them and without suiy awe or reverence 
they played all manner of tricks with him in the water, 
splashing him with great zest and afterwards rubbing 
him down with their towels. It was quite clear to 
HM that he was enjoying himself vastly and not 
allowing all this from a sCTtse of duty or “good form.” 
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There was a surprise waiting for him at the comer of 
one of the little streets of huts in which the boys were 
housed. A stuffed figure was hanging by the neck 
from a lantern. 

“Someone hanged?” asked the Duke. “Not a fellow 
I’m fond of, I hope.” 

It was the effigy of an imaginaiy figure who had 
failed to live up to the code of the camp. “A Warning 
to All Dirty Dogs.” The Duke of York laughed 
heartily. 

“I shall have to be careful,” he said. “If I break any 
of the rules 

The rules were severe. One of them related to 
speeches made by the Duke’s visitors at Ixmch. They 
were allowed, I think, three minutes for their oratory 
and it had to be amusing. Any pomposity, any fellow, 
however distinguished, who trespassed over the 
allotted time was quickly brought down to his seat. 
One of the Harrow masters who goes by the genial 
name of “Boss-eye” (his real name is Boissier) was 
entrusted with a pistol and at a given signal oflF it 
went with a most alarming report. Down went the 
speaker as though he had been shot in the heart. I 
was put up to tell a story. They gave me the three 
minutes. Then down I went. The Duke himself 
made a very amusing speech full of the gossip of the 
camp, which pleased the boys mightily. And at dinner 
instead of taking his place at the high table he slipped 
away from his seat and dined with a group of boys at 
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one of the lower tables. Among them were a Harrow 
boy and an Eton boy and some young fellows from the 
East End of London. They all got on famously. A 
young humorist with a rich Cockney accent made 
them all laugh continually. The Duke had a great 
time, it seemed. 

I had to withdraw my scepticism about the mixing 
of classes. All these boys had established perfect 
comradeship. The team spirit prevailed, the boys 
being divided into groups who competed against each 
other in all fonns of sports, and an Eton boy, or any 
other, became terribly keen for his group to do well 
and coached on the others with excited zeal for 
honour and glory. What did it matter about class? 
Young Bill from Bermondsey was the hero if he could 
run fester or pull harder than his fellows. 

“Don’t you think it’s good?” asked the Duke when 
we started for the joiumey back to London after a 
sing-song. 

“Magi^cent,” I said with utter sincerity. 

His eyes brightened. 

“I’m Mghtfiilly keen on this,” he said, “though it’s 
a very expensive hobby for the limits of my own 
purse, which has many other calls. I should hate to 
close it down.” 

It’s not closed down yet. 

We went back by train to London and the Duke 
collected a small group of us roxmd him in his saloon 
car and asked many (questions and took his part in a 



GEORGE THE SIXTH 


37 


general discussion on the financial state of the country 
and other subjects. He was very well informed, very 
anxious to get at facts and had, a shrewd quiet judg- 
ment of his own. I was sincerely impressed by his 
intelligence and still more impressed by his charm 
of manner, his good humour, his simplicity. 



IV. THE CORONATION 


N ever before, I believe, was there such 
tremendous display and showmanship for any 
king’s crowning as that prepared for the 
coronation of George VI. It was inspired by the 
determination of our Government and People and 
Press to make this an opportunity of showing to the 
world, and to themselves, that in spite of a temporary 
crisis which shook the Crown, and the anxieties of 
foreign aflFairs which had led to fear and an enormous 
programme of rearmament, frightful in cost, we were 
all right, if all the world were wrong, and that the 
Crown was all right, and that the Empire was steady 
and strong and powerful, and that England was still 

London became like a city preparing for a siege. 
Barricades went up. Armies of workmen invaded 3ie 
West End. Forests of timber and steel were stacked 
along the line of the Royal route. Presently stands 
were built in many streets. Elderly gentlemen lost 
their way to their own clubs hidden behind these 
planks and girders. They strayed through forbidden 
portals, and said “God bless my soul when they found 
themselves in clubs on the wrong side of their 
political horizon. When the flags and the trophies, 
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and the garlands, and the heraldic devices, and the 
coloured hangings, covered up the wooden scafiFold- 
ing, it all looked strangely medieval like London in 
the times of the Tudors, when Elizabeth rode on her 
way after the Armada. Other minds, less romantic, 
thought it looked like one vast circus ready for the 
greatest show on earth, patronised by the nobility and 
gentry. 

Drapers’ shops and chain-stores were having a great 
time, selling thousands of miles of bimting and 
mill i ons of gilt lions and unicorns. Every village from 
John o’ Groats to Land’s End fluttered with Union 
Jacks. Ever)' village prepared its own Coronation 
celebrations. Bonfires were ready for the touch of a 
match on thousands of little hills and high peaks. The 
sixth George, following the eighth Edward, was 
going to have a full proof that his people accepted him 
with an allegiance and loyalty untouched by any 
shadow of what had happened in December. 

It was unfortunate and ill-timed that the busmen 
should go on strike just before the Coronation. They 
would have had more public sympathy if they had 
postponed their grievances until after this event. It 
created horrible inconvenience when vast crowds 
vsrere surging into London to see the decorations; and 
it put a strain on the patience of City clerks and shop 
assistants, but not beyond their wonderful reserves of 
spirit and good nature. They set out to walk — ^those 
battalions of shop-girls, with high heels and high 
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courage. They struggled laughingly into underground 
carriages already packed to suflFocation. Another 
misfortune was that our climate behaved badly — 
at its worst! — just before the day of days. It was 
a bad advertisement to all those kinsfolk from the 
Dominions and all the foreign visitors who came to 
England by every boat. England in May! They had 
looked forward to its fragrance and beauty. They 
found on the day before the Coronation November 
weather, wet, dark, cold, horrible. We eill had pity 
in our hearts for those crowds who were preparing — 
God help them! — ^to spend die night in the parks and 
streets. They were already taking their places. The 
porter at my club spoke to me about them as he held 
a dripping umbrella over his wet oilskins. 

“They’re already beginning to line the route. 
Marvellous! That’s what I say. What a heart! I wish 
I had a touch of it myself.” 

He had been one of the heroes of the Great War. 

To me it seemed like madness. I could imagine 
nothing more desperate than standing out all night, 
getting soaked, chilled to the marrowbones, cramped 
and exhausted, while waiting all those hours to see the 
King, and all the King’s horses, and all the King’s 
men through wet mist. Truly these “rain-soddened 
islanders,” as a French writer called them, refused to 
be beaten by their own skies. By good luck it 
cleared, and the riight and morning were dry for those 
milhons who ^thered along the Royal route. 
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At five o’clock on the morning of Coronation day, 
when I looked out of my wdndows, I saw crowds of 
them hurrying on their way like ghosts in the grey 
dawn. At six o’clock I sat in a taxi-cab upon one 
window of which was pasted a ticket with the mys- 
tical numbers Qi which allowed it to proceed by a 
certain route to the North door of Westminster 
Abbey, past massed police who waved it.on. Before 
me and behind me was an endless procession of motor- 
cars. I felt my pockets. In one of them was a packet 
of sandwiches; in another a flask of potent liquid; in 
another a pair of field-glasses. In my gloved hand I 
clutched a large card which gave me the privilege of 
entering the Abbey up to the hour of 7 a.m. I looked 
forward to the ordeal of a long wait with a fore- 
knowledge of its fatigue. But I knew that whatever 
the fetigue I should see in due time an unforgettable 
series of living pictures, wonderful in colour. 

There were many people before me in the Abbey. 
Many of them were already in their seats in block 
numbered Q2, where I was to find a place. We were 
high up, and looked down fi*om this great height to 
the dais with five steps where the King’s throne was 
set three steps higher than the Queen’s. People about 
me were grumbling because they could not see the 
altar and the place where the King would be anointed. 
An artist — my fiiend Matania — ^was in despair until he 
found by some magic of his own a better viewpoint. 
Through my glasses I could see the feces and even the 
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expressions of some of the actors already down there. 
It wasn’t too bad. At the rehearsal I had seen every- 
thing very closely and clearly. I had been to a pre- 
vious Coronation. The ritual would be the same, 
though one could not see all of it. It was good to be 
here for a while, though before the end some of us 
drooped like withered weeds. 

What did it mean, that pageant and ritual we had 
come to see? Had it any meaning more than a panto- 
mime in a modem world? Was it more than a mas- 
querade of olden times? Yes, more than that. All 
English history was in it — ^something of the spirit and 
feidi of a people who from this rain-soaked island went 
out in ships across the seas, and built new nations, 
carrying with them their speech, their ideas of liberty, 
their traditional character. That day from those new 
nations of the Commonwealth thousands of guests had 
come to do homage to the King who was theirs as 
well as ours. The Past called to the Present with a 
message — ^if one could hear it — ^for the unknown 
Future. 

In the old Abbey where I sat in my place there was 
a murmurous quietude. Through the open doors, and 
a window in the lavatory near by, I could hear vague 
sounds from the multitude outside massed in the 
streets. 

hiside it was very dim at first, wnth lamp 
glimmering like stars between the grey colunms. 
Presently the high clerestory windows brightened. 
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Shafts of cold light struck aslant the great nave and 
touched some of the pillars. I could see part of the 
scene set for this Royal drama. 

All along the highway of the nave was spread a blue 
carpet reaching to the stage where the altar stood, 
though I could not see as far as that. On the stage 
itself the carpet was of a fawn colour turned to old 
gold by a flood of light from arc lamps. Here facing 
the altar was a worm-eaten wooden chair — ^the chair 
of Saxon Edward, king and saiat — ^with its seat above 
the stone of Scone whose story goes back to the mists. 
Fmrther towards the nave, within my view, was the 
dais with the two thrones. 

For the guests the whole Abbey had been turned 
into a vast auditorium with high tiers of boxes and 
galleries, draped in gold and blue, reaching almost 
to the pointed arches and blocking out some of 
the windows. Immediately opposite die dais was a 
winding stairway leading to the gdleiy for the Royal 

Places had been made for 8,000 people — ^tiie 
nobility and gentry of this realm, and all the political 
and social leaders. For two hours they kept coming 
into the twilight of this shrine, led to their places by 
glittering gendemen called Gold Staves. Thousands 
of these people were in Court dress and aU manner 
of uniforms, British and foreign. They were living 
figures from some painted book of history whose 
pages come down to present days. Scarlet and gold. 
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White and gold. Blue and gold. Black silk breeches 
and white stockings and shining stars. To their places 
went great soldiers and sailors who had served in a 
war not very old in memory. I had seen some of them 
before in dirty trenches. They wore orders of valour 
and service. All the people who pull the strings of 
our puppet play were within these grey old walls. 

Down below I saw the glint of gold- worked tabards 
worn by Garter kings, heralds, and pursuivants. Busy 
about the altar moved Bishops and clergy in gorgeous 
copes. Hundreds of choristers in white surplices and 
black or crimson cassocks passed up to the choir. It 
was a scene out of a play by Shakespeare. 

Presently, after a long while, the peers and peeresses 
of the realm arrived. Some of tliem had come to 
Westminster by barge, others by a threepeimy train 
on the imderground, others by car and road through 
the massed crowds. But they looked as if they had 
just come from the Middle Ages. The peers wore 
their long robes of purple red with capes of ermine, 
and held their coronets under their arms as knights 
used to cany their helms. Some of them were very 
old, and stumbled in their robes. Some of them were 
very young, and looked jaunty and debonair. The 
long velvet robes of the peeresses touched the old 
stones of the floorway, and one saw among them, here 
and there, pretty young faces and the grace of English 
beauty. Some of these people bear, old names famous 
in English, Scottish and Irish history. Some of them 
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Still live in old castles and homes on lands held by 
their forefathers. But the roll-call of the peerage is 
now crowded with new names and new men who have 
gained their titles by modem service and modem ways 
of power. They looked as noble and as feudal as those 
of the bluest blood. 

Through the open doorways came the music of 
military bands. Inside the Abbey the organ played 
gloriously and its notes vibrated through the forest 
of stone. I heard the stamp of horses’ hoofs and a 
rushing noise like a silver cascade as escorts of 
cavalry clattered outside. The boxes and galleries 
were now filled. This old church was crowded with 
modem life from which came a murmur of living 
voices, though no footfall could be heard on the 
carpeted stones. 

But as I waited for the coming of the King and 
Queen I was aware of old ghosts about me. I heard 
old voices from the past, as far back as the Saxon 
craftsmen whose stone-work still stands in some of 
these walls. Here on that worm-eaten chair many 
kings and queens had been crowned. Among them 
were lion men and tiger men, very fierce and cruel. 
Norman William had strode to this place in his chain 
mail. Richard, vrtth a great sword at his side, had 
come here for his crown, though he spake no English. 
The early Edwards had helped to build this Abbey 
as we now see it. They had held their kingdom by 
sword and battle-axe. Hemy of Agincourt, a friend 
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of low fellows in his youth, stared down this nave 
with his falcon eyes. All the great figures of our story 
had come here for a little while, like shadows passing: 
saints and heroes and villains ; fair women with tears 
in their hearts for the world’s cruelty in times of 
passion, murder, plague, war, and the unending 
struggle of life by our forbears. By some spirit in 
them for a thousand years they were greatly daring 
in adventure. It is still unfinished, that adventure. 
That day another one began with the crowning of 
another king. 

There was a living ghost in the Abbey. It was 
impossible not to think of him now and then, as all 
of us did, I am sure. It was the invisible presence of 
Edward VIII who was proclaimed king not long ago, 
but did not come to his crowning. He was now in 
exile, having chosen another way of life. 

The whole world had sent their princes or ambassa- 
dors to this Coronation service of George VI, for 
whom we waited so long. Now and then I had a 
glimpse of Oriental princes in silken headdress. 
The Sword of Islam saluted a Christian king. The 
Blood Royal of Europe walked this way, though many 
dynasties had fellen after a world war. Here were the 
princes of four hundred million of Indian peoples in 
teeming cities, by age-old rivers. Here were the dark 
chiefe of sunbaked tribes in swamps and jungles where 
that day their drums were heathy because of a crown 
raised as a symbol above many races and creeds and 
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hiunan souls. Here came the rulers of the new 
Dominions, free and equal partners in our British 
League of Nations. 

From the tumult outside, only very faint to our 
ears, came two little girls like princesses from the 
Court of Queen Anne. Princess Elizabeth bore her- 
self gallantly, with her head up and a smile about her 
lips. Upon her head one day may be placed the heavy 
old Crown. There may be another Elizabethan era, 
perhaps, if destiny decrees, with another great flow 
of genius and vitality and splendour of spirit. Who 
knows? By her sister’s side was Princess Margaret, a 
rosebud from the Springtime of Chaucer’s England. 
They sat in chairs opposite my box and shifted about 
and twiddled their little fingers, waiting for their 
father who was to have great things done to him. 
Other princesses arrived and went to their places up 
the winding stairway to their gallery with their long, 
long trains upheld by ladies-in-waiting — a pretty 
picture every time. 

I saw Queen Mary j»ss by and remembered her 
suddenly as I had seen her at her own crowning when 
her eyes seemed to bum with the light of her own 
jewels. Now, an old lady, rather tired, perhaps, but 
glad that things had gone well after all — ^it had been 
an anxious time — ^she smiled upon her friends. 

The King and Queen came at last in their golden 
coach to the West door of the Abbey, received by the 
great lords of State bearing the Regalia. The King 
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wore his Cap of State and Royal mantle of Imperial 
purple, with its immense train held by young and 
noble pages. Some of us thought he looked pale and 
nervous and under a great strain, as well he may have 
been, but he bore himself well, with dignity and 
meekness. The Queen was good to see. She has 
always a softness and glamour in her eyes. This ordeal 
to which she came had never been in her girlhood 
dreams, though in her veins is the blood of Scottish 
Kings as far back as Robert the Bruce. Her train was 
carried by six yoimg beauties who seemed to have 
stepped out of Tudor England. 

The Abbey now had its full living picture, always 
changmg in its groups, wonderfully rich in coloiu. 
The nave was lined by the King’s gentlemen-of-arms 
and by those old men in scarlet and gold — ^the Yeomen 
of the Guard — who take us back to stout Harry 
and all his ghost queens. Slowly the Royal group 
went up to tie high stage to the sound of glorious 
music. 

The King’s servants — his great lords — were busy 
about him. Presently we heard the clear words of the 
Archbishop in his fine, deep, sonorous voice. 

They were very old words. They enshrine the 
spirit with which die early Kings of this realm were 
accepted by their peoples and dedicated to their 
SMvice and liberties. It was the ancient liberty of 
the English folk to choose their own king, though 
he mi^t not be the eldest son of his fiither, but 
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the younger brother of an elder brother, not so 
acceptable. 

So now the Archbishop went to the four sides of 
the stage, and asked a question in a clear, strong voice. 

“Sirs, I here present unto you King George, your 
undoubted King. Wherefore, all of you who are 
come this day to do your homage: Are you willing 
to do the same?” 

They were willing, it seemed. No man said nay. 
They accepted the younger brother of the elder 
brother who had renounced his throne, and there 
were loud shouts of “God Save King George!” 

The King took his oath, promising to govern his 
peoples according to their laws and customs. After 
many prayers, sung and said, he was disrobed and 
stood in a simple tunic low at the neck ^ remembered 
that day when I had seen him bathing and die boys at 
his camp splashed water at him). Now he sat on St. 
Edward’s Chair. Four Knights of the Garter held 
over him a canopy of cloth of gold which gleamed like 
metal. Mystical rites were done to him, because in 
the old days a King was made a kind of priest. He was 
anointed on the head and hands and breast, and dedi- 
cated to God and his peoples. They touched his heels 
with spurs, because he belongs to the Order of 
Chivalry, like any knight who made his vigil at 
Arthur’s Court vowing to defend the right and 
succour the weak, and afterwards, alas, did, very 
often, the exact opposite, as history tells. He was 
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handed the Sword of State “to do justice, and stop 
tlie growth of iniquity, and reform what is amiss, 
and co nfir m what is in good order.” When that was 
handed back he received the Ring, the Orb, and the 
Sceptre; and this young man, who drives a motor- 
car, sat for awhile, in a super-tunic stiflF with gold, 
like Alfred the Great in a pictured history book. 

Now came the moment of crowning. The Arch- 
bishop took the Crown from the altar, and, after 
some hesitation as to which was back or front, 
pressed it firmly down on the King’s brows. The 
sixth George was crowned king of many peoples. 

Silver trumpets sounded with a crash of melody. 
All the peers and Kings-of-Arms put on their coronets. 
There were loud cries of “God Save the King!” Away 
on Tower Hill guns fired with heavy diill shocks of 
sound. 

“Be strong and play the man,” sang the choristers, 
while the old Archbishop blessed the King, praying 
that he might have finiitful lands and a quiet Empire. 

Heavily robed, bearing the weight of the Crown, 
holding his symbols of power, that young slim man 
was supported by his lords and placed on the throne 
of his fethers, asl could see. The jewels in his crown 
flashed out little sparks of blue, red, and green light. 

I watched the act of homage by the princes and 
peers, each one representing hds own Order. It was 
the Duke of Gloucester who knelt before him first, 
and aid old words, and kissed his cheek as others did. 
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As he knelt I thought for a moment of the last Coro- 
nation when a young Prince of Wales, looking as 
though he had stepped out of a fairy tale, knelt before 
his father. The sun had touched his hair — very fair 
then — turning it to gold. But for the hand of Destiny, 
and something in his own mind and will, he would 
have been receiving this homage, given now in full 
loyalty to his brother. 

The Queen’s Coronation was short and beautiful 
to see. So after a long while, as it seemed to us who 
had waited and watched, it all ended witih the Royal 
progress to the West door w'hen the King wore a 
different crown — the Imperial crown which has 
among its precious jewels the “fair ruby” given to 
the Black Prince and worn by King Harry in his 
helm at Agincourt upon St. Crispin’s Day. 

The pageant faded. We awakened from a dream. 
All of us were faint with hunger and many with 
fetigue. By a word of power I and a few others who 
had to tell this tale to the world — ^it had already been 
well told by the B.B.C. — ^were allowed to leave the 
Abbey. Others had to stay for hours more, owing to 
a lamentable breakdown in police organisation. Most 
of the peers were kept prisoners in the Abbey imtil 
late in the evening, though I saw one of them as early 
as six o’clock being photographed in his robe and 
coronet by his admiring family above the area railing 
of a London square. 

In the streets there was the tumult of a vast 
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multitude of people who were eager to express their 
loyalty by tremendous demonstrations, and who were 
greedy for more pageantry, more romance, more 
Royal drama of which, it seems, they cannot have 
enough. 

So the King and Queen drove on ihieir way to the 
Future — ^that mysteiy — assured by these storms of 
cheers, and afterwards by a thousand messages, that 
they have the love and devotion of their peoples and 
the good will of the world. 

The crisis of the Crown left no trace of its episode. 
No shadow fells over the Throne. The old traditional 
loyalty of our amazing folk stands unweakened. They 
assured themselves by the Coronation that all goes 
well. They let the world know, and the world sat 
up and took notice. 

Now the time of pageantry is over. It is time to 
make peace with those who are ■willing to be our 
friends. We need quietude in our souls, if that be 
possible in this restless rush of life, always speeded 
up a turn of the screw. 
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I 

A Rc^al Commission 

O N a wmter day — ^when I began an adventure 
which dragged on for many weary months — 
certain village post offices were disturbed by 
telegrams which they could not deliver, summoning 
me to see the Prime Minister. 

Telephone messages asked for me in vain. I was 
completely lost until — alas! — was foimd at the tick 
of time to appear before the Prime Minister in his 
private room at the House of Commons at the hoxir 
appointed. It vras Mr. Ramsay MacDonald, who was so 
kindly and friendly when I came that I did not suspect 
the man-trap into which I walked. Before I left his 
room I had agreed to serve on a Royal Commission to 
enquire into the alleged abuses in the private 
manufacture of arms and the trading in weapons of 
war, and to decide whether it was possible, or 
desirable, to substitute a State monopoly in this 
industry. 

Here, I thoi^ht in my simple soul, is a chance of 
doing something for world peace. How can I refuse. 
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having seen the massacre of the world’s young 
manhood in the greatest war in history? 

In due course I received a document from His 
Majesty King George V, who was good enough to call 
me his “Trusty and Well-beloved.” 

“Now know ye,” said His Majesty, “that We, 
reposing great trust and confidence in your knowledge 
and ability, have authorised and appointed, and do by 
these Presents authorise you and appoint you,” as one 
of the members of the Royal Commission. 

It sounded important and awe-inspiring, but I was 
aware that there are many pigeon-holes in Whitehall 
stuffed with the reports of Royal Commissions which 
have laboured long and then have been forgotten. 
Nevertheless I hoped to do a good job. 

The Chairman of the Commission was Sir John 
Eldon Bankes, a veteran of the High Court of Justice ; 
and the other members were Dame Rachel Crowdy, 
Sir Thomas Allen, Sir Kenneth Lee, Professor 
Gutteridge, K.C., and J. A. Spender, the famous 
journalist and historian. 

I knew none of them but Spender when we first 
met, but before our Report was issued we came to 
know each other’s minds and mannerisms and 
instinctive leaning to this side, or the other, of that 
complicated case we had to examine. Gradually I 
came to be looked upon by Sir John Eldon Bankes, I 
fear, as the Bad Boy of the Family, and I see now that I 
caused him at times grave anxiety, and, hut for his 
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great good-nature and unfailing courtesy, considerable 
annoyance. Dame Rachel Crowdy was in his mind, I 
think, the Girl who Took the Wrong Turning. 

For Sir John himself I shall never cease to have the 
most profound respect and admiration. He was over 
eighty when the Royal Commission first sat but he 
looked twenty years younger, with a straight back 
and the complexion of a new-born babe, and the blue 
eyes of a Saxon thane. His mind was alert and clear, 
and he could handle a mass of evidence presented to 
him with the mastery of a judge — ^as he was — ^who 
finds a contradiction between a paragraph on page 
fourteen and another paragraph on page seventy-four 
and would like to know the reason why. 

He had one little mannerism of which he was 
unaware. Whenever a witness was making statements 
with which he profoundly disagreed — as often he did 
— or whenever one of us asked questions which 
seemed to him objectionable, he tapped a pencil, on 
which there was a little ring, and it tinkled until the 
witness had allowed himself to be interrupted or 
switched off by another question. That little bell 
often rang when I was examining the witnesses and 
asking questions of which the Chairman disapproved. 
I knew by its tinkle that I was on dangerous ground, 
and it needed moral courage of a high quality, to 
ignore this fidry tintinnabulation, and pursue my 
enquiry to its bitter end. 

Dame Rachel Crowdy, who had done fine work at 
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Geneva to check the opium trafiSc, is a humorous 
lady with an a m ount of moral courage which I found 
stupendous. 

Nothing daunted her — not even the blue eyes of 
Sir John Eldon Bankes — ^not even the long array of 
representatives of Vickers Limited and Imperial 
Chemicals. In the most charming voice she would 
ask the most deadly questions. With an agreeable 
smile she would dig a grave for a reluctant witness, or 
by some quotation from a document before her, 
bring a blush to the cheek of an arms manufacturer, 
who had been indiscreet in his correspondence. 

Sir Thomas Allen, an old leader of the Co- 
operative movement, was one of the Wise Men of the 
West. He said very little, but when he spoke it was 
with words of power, though Sir John Eldon Bankes, 
who was a little hard of hearing now and then, 
seldom heard them. 

Sir Kenneth Lee, one of the great industrialists of 
this country, was our dark horse until die end when 
he became a shining light. 

Professor Gutteridge, K.C., was learned in the 
law and especially in international Taw, «nd, though 
in his heart he is the most genial of men, he used to 
alarm some of his witnesses, by an abruptness of 
questioning in the voice of a sea captain, which made 
them imagine that he had a grudge against them. 

J. A. Spender, as most of us know, has a mind as 
finely balanced as the most delicate instrument of the 
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clockmaker, and a spirit steeped in the old Liberal 
tradition which once was the glory and strength of this 
country. 

Our secretary had the noble and significant name 
of Twentyman — Edward of that ilk — and was a pic- 
turesque figure with golden hair and beard, like the 
German idea of John the Baptist, purely Nordic. He 
was an impressive specimen of the Treasury OflScial, 
perfectly eflScient, but with an acute sense of hiunour- 
which he kept for private use imtouched by red tape 
and sealing-wax. A romantic man, yet cynical now 
and then, and sometimes very surprising in his. 
sudden blaze of idealism which came up firom some 
smouldering fire within his soul. 

He had as an assistant a young Civil Servant- 
named Haigh — ^who, I suspected at times, was wiser 
than any of us, but too considerate to let us know. 

We were those who were la^ed for this job. 


2 

England in the Witness-box 

For many loi^ and weary months, we were 
burdened by this task, which was unpaid — and some 
of us had to earn our daily bread — and unpleasant, to> 
me particularly, because I am a mjm who hates to hurt 
anybody’s feelings, or to be harshly hostile to other 
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people’s points of view, or to act as a moral judge of 
other people’s actions ; and yet I felt that it was my dutiy 
sometimes to be like that for the sake of getting at the 
truth, which was the job with which we were charged. 

Postmen in town and country must have cursed this 
Royal Commission, for it added considerably to their 
burdens. Sitting in my room I could hear a desperate 
struggle to get a bulky document through an average- 
sized letter-box. It dropped to the floor with an 
av?ful thud, and from a yard away I could see the 
letters Oa His Majes^’s Service, and knew that I should 
have to read more pages of close print or faintly 
copied typewriting. 

These documents poured in. No letter-box would 
take many of them. They filled a large despatch box 
before we had had many sittings. Before the end had 
come they were as thick as leaves in Vallombrosa. 
They nearly blinded me, those figures, graphs, charts, 
appendices, notes in the smallest possible type on the 
worst possible paper. All of them had to be read and 
studied and, if possible, remembered. It was like the 
labour of Sisyphus, that most unfortunate "svretch. 

But this experience was valuable and not without 
human drama. 

It brought us into close quarters with opposing 
schools of thought on a subject which arouses passion 
in millions of minds who hated war and therefore — 
not with strict logic — hated the mcikers and traders of 
the instruments of vrar. 
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Into the Court-rooms, where we sat for public 
sittings, came, as witnesses to be examined by us, 
many interesting figures — some of them famous in our 
chronicles — and many odd characters, whom Charles 
Dickens would have put into his note-books as good 
stuff for his picture gallery of English life-old 
Admirals with the quarter-deck manner, and mind; 
Generals who had been responsible for the supplies 
of war when this nation was hard pressed ; scientists, 
inventors, chemists, pacifists. Communists ; old boys 
of the bulldog breed, young advocates of the Marxian 
faith; old-fashioned industrialists and builders of 
ships, and forgers of steel; the heads of enormous 
combines — ^like Sir Harry McGowan of the Imperial 
Chemicals, and the representatives of the Vickers 
group ; a trafficker in second-hand arms and any old 
weapons for any new war; Government officials with 
minds like card-indexes; the pioneers of aviation; 
and other figures in the passing pageant of English life. 

This Royal Commission summoned to its witness 
stand many remarkable minds and men, in the public 
arena of political life, or behind the scenes in work- 
shops and laboratories and quiet rooms where 
thought — ^sometimes very dangerous — ^is active. 

Our first witnesses presented the case for the 
prosecution, as one might say, against the private 
manufacturers and traders in war material. 

Our Chairman decided to give them the widest 
possible latitude in presenting their case and to 



6o ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

ignore any restraint to the full expression of their 
views, even if they were not strictly supported by 
evidence. Both they and we ourselves, however, 
were limited in this enquiry to the consideration of 
abuses alleged against our own arms industry in this 
coimtry, whereas many of the gravest charges, and 
suspicions, and acknowledged fects of evil signi- 
ficance, were of foreign and international character. 
That was a severe limitation, as the corruption of the 
Press, the bribery of officials, pressure upon govern- 
menfs by arms manufacturers, and many notorious 
scandals in foreign countries, could not be dealt with 
as evidence before us. 

Then again we did not adopt the methods of the 
Nye Coinmittee in the United States, which had 
enquired on this subject, and had employed large 
numbers of investigators who seized private cor- 
respondence of manufecturers and traders to search 
for any scandalous afifeir which they might fish out of 
muddy waters. 

Nevertheless, the case for the attack on the private 
manu&cturers and traders did not lack force when 
presented by men like Lord Cecil on behalf of the 
League of Nations Union, Sir William Jowett on 
behalf of the Uhion of Democratic Control, Mr, 
Amold-Forster for some twenty-six Peace Societies, 
and Mr. Philip Noel Baker for himself and the Labour 
Party. 

Their main ccmtentions were based upon the list of 
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alleged evils set out in a report of a commission to the 
League of Nations Assembly in 1921: 

That armament firms have been active in fomenting 
war scares and in persuading their own countries to 
adopt war-like policies and to increase their arma- 
ments ; 

That armament firms have attempted to bribe 
government officials both at home and abroad ; 

That they have disseminated false reports concern- 
ing the military and naval programmes of various 
countries in order to stimulate armament ex- 
penditure ; 

That they have sought to influence public opinion 
by the control of newspapers in their own and foreign 
countries ; 

That they have organised international armament 
rings by which the armament race has been ac- 
centuated by playing off one coxmtry against another ; 

That they have organised international armament 
trusts which have increased the price of armaments to 
governments. 

In addition to those abuses chained against 
manufacturers the opponents of that private industry 
urged that wars may be prolonged by supplying arms 
to opposing nations, and that arms may be supplied 
freely to a potential enemy. 

They also argued that private trading in arms leads 
to the disturbance of good international relations, the 
touting for orders among foreign powers leading to an 
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increase in explosive forces and the disclosure of 
secret information to possible enemies. 

Finally they advocated a system of State monopoly, 
or nationalisation, in order, as they thought, to check 
the abuses, and establish a more efficient method of 
national defence — ^private firms being unable, in their 
opinion, to create the necessary expansion in time of 
war. 

That is a very brief outline of the main body of 
attack upon the system of private manufacture and it 
was sustained by allusions to alleged scandals at home 
and abroad, by quotations from speeches made by 
directors of armament firms at company meetings, 
and by letters from representatives of those firms 
produced in the American commission, which 
su^ested a sinister connivance for trade purposes 
between international armament rings, and hostility 
to efforts on behalf of international peace. 

There were frequent allusions to an affair called 
the MuUiner case, in which a gentleman of that name 
was accused of organising a scare campaign against 
Germany in the British Press before the World War, 
and among members of the Government and the 
Opposition, in order to obtain Admiraliy orders for 
his own firm. There were many suggestions and 
charges of bribeiy, iofluence exerted upon foreign 
governments by private traders, and other abuses 
based upon circumstantial evidence, inferences, 
and suspicion rather than upon exact facts which 
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would satisfy a court of law and produce a verdict of 
“Guilty.” 

I confess that instinctively, emotionally, and 
intellectually, I leaned to the side of that case against 
the private manufacturers in their international 
dealings. I had heard many dark stories about the 
Comite des Forges and its black hand in the political 
corruption of France. I couldn’t disbelieve in- 
formation given to me by men deeply familiar with 
armament scandals in Central Europe. I was not at all 
shocked by the sensational titles given to certain 
pamphlets published by Peace Societies extreme in 
their hostility to the trade in arms, such as one called 
“Merchants of Death.” Those titles did not, and do 
not, seem to me too strong for armament firms who, 
with the utmost cynicism, and by many means of 
bribery and corruption in foreign countries, provide 
all the machinery of scientific slaughter to any nation, 
or collection of savages, able to pay for them; who 
will stimulate the trade by playing one enemy against 
another; and who will supply the material and 
weapons of war even to those who are most likely to 
attack their own people. There was, I thought, a 
strong prima facie case that these things do happen in 
many countries and that our own virtue is not like that 
of the angels — ^we have the greatest export trade of war 
material among all the other nations — though we may 
be — and I think are — ^less corrupt in our methods, 
less brazen in bribery, than some of our competitors. 
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But we were a court of enquiry, a kind of judicial 
body, who could only deal with evidence produced 
and proved, and who were bound in honour to try 
this case — enormously complicated in its details and 
ramifications — ^without prejudice or passion. I found 
that difficult, and I lapsed now and then, but there is 
the Report to prove that we subordinated prejudice 
to pure reason, cold logic, and a judgment of which 
Solomon himself might approve. 


3 

One of the Cecils 

Lord Cecil appeared before us, and there was a stir 
In Court when he rose with his long stooping figure 
and felcon-like fece — one of the Cecils whose femily 
ruled England in more than one era. 

His high-toned voice, suave and conciliatory, 
reminded me of days when I had seen him in the 
Council of the League of Nations holding liiat body 
together, in times of international crisis, by some 
ingenious formula which smoothed over conflicting 
interests, and pouring diplomatic oil upon the 
troubled waters of national passions. But for him the 
League would have died in its early years. If he had 
been there in recent crises it might not be so sick. 

He made a masterly exposition of the case against 
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the private arms manufacture and trading. With his 
legal training, and fine judicial mind, he never stepped 
beyond the mark of what might be fairly considered 
legitimate inference of available evidence. Who 
could dispute his description of what happened in the 
recent savage war between Bolivia and Paraguay 
according to the findings of the commission appointed 
by the League of Nations? 

“The armies engaged are using up-to-date material: 
aeroplanes, armoured cars, flame projectors, quick- 
firing guns, machine guns and automatic rifles. The 
anns and material of every kind are not manufactured 
locally, but are supplied to the belligerents by 
American and European countries.” 

“The Merchants of Death” — Sir John Eldon Bankes 
did not approve of that title — ^were making good 
profits out of this traffic in a murderous war which 
was no concern of theirs. They have done so recently 
in Spain. 

Lord Cecil did not minimise the importance of the 
emotion^ hostility to this form of trade and quoted 
with approval a passage from a speech by Lord Halifex 
which afterwards we placed prominently in our 
Report; 

“This is one of the questions that arouse a very 
sincere and very profound feeling in the minds of our 
people. . . . Rightly or wrongly, die great majority 
of diem conceive this question of the private manu- 
facture of, and trade in, arms to be direcdy connected 
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with the great issues of peace and war, on which they 
feel more deeply and more vehemently than upon 
anything else: and therefore, regarding war, as they 
do, as the greatest evil to which the nation could be 
exposed, and reading it indeed as only justifiable in 
cases of ultimate and extreme national necessity, they 
are disposed to regard the preparation of the imple- 
ments of war as too high and too grave a thing to be 
entrusted to any hands less responsible than those of 
the State itself, fearing intrusion into so dangerous a 
field of any interests less imperative than those of 
national security or national honour.” 

Not stressing too much the emotional side of the 
argument. Lord Cecil based his views upon points of 
principle and upon such evidence of admitted evil — 
scanty as one must admit — ^such as he could find. 

I watched him curiously as he gave his evidence, 
and when afterwards I was privileged to question him ; 
and I thought how strange and significant it was that 
this man of aristocratic tradition, rather cold and 
aloof in temperament, intellectually Conservative, 
with a mind stored with knowledge reaching far back 
into history, should by some concealed flame in his 
spirit stand like this in public support of extreme 
views against a system defended, as it was bound to 
be, and as afterwards it was, by the Conservative 
Government, by all the Services, by all, or nearly all, 
the people of his own party and class. He was in 
alliance on this subject with Conamuniste, Socialists, 
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all the Reds and all the Pinks, and all the Pacifists. 
He had been responsible for that Peace Ballot in 
which eleven million people had voted for the 
principles of the League of Nations including the 
policy of sanctions against an aggressor nation, which 
for a time had considerably impressed Mr. Stanley 
Baldwin and his colleagues who had objected to it. 


4 

A Tassionate Advocate 

A youngish man of dramatic personality appeared 
before us later and made another prolonged indict- 
ment of the private manufecturers. I watched him 
with some amusement, remembering a day — was a 
boy then, in a top hat — ^when his father asked me to 
see him safely to a railway station. He was William 
Amold-Forster and his father — a most remarkable 
man with the bluest eyes, and the most passionate 
industry, of any man I have known — was H. O. 
Amold-Forster, once Secretaiy of State for War, 
Secretary for the Admiralty, and my first chief in a 
publishing oflSce off Lud^te Hill. 

‘Tou may sit down if you prefer to give yom 
evidence that way,” said Sir John Eldon Bankes, 
benevolently. 

“I prefer to stand, sir,” said Mr. Amold-Forster. 
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He stood, and gave his evidence with great 
dramatic intensity, and as I watched him I saw him, 
not in the Court-room of the Westminster Guildhall, 
but in Paris as a Jacobin in the days of the French 
Revolution, proclainoing the Rights of Man. 

Though he had prepared a fonnidable indictment 
in which he crammed all the facts he could find or 
suggest — we had a lot of suggestion! — ^in his intro- 
duction he was disposed to minimise their import- 
ance, and relied upon general inevitabilities — ^human 
nature being what it is, and business men being what 
they are, in his opinion. 

“The firms,” he said, “which make and sell arma- 
ments for private profit MUST desire conditions in 
which there is an eflFective demand for their products ; 
and this motive-force, operating under present con- 
ditions, MUST have the eflFect of promoting an 
expansion of sales of armaments, and of impeding 
agreement upon that all-round reduction of arma- 
ments which the world urgently needs.” 

I shall not forget the gesture with which he flung 
out his arm at that mighty and indi^utable MUST 
which rang through the Court and raised a slight 
smile on the lips of Sir John Eldon Bankes. 

In a brilliant passage of pure imagination he antici- 
pated the objections of these unfortunate manu- 
facturers whom by that MUST he had handed .over 
to predestination. 

“I5o the firms in this country, whose business is 



ARMS AND THE MAN 69 

largely concerned with armament production, desire 
conditions in which there is a demand for their 
products? Of course they do, just like the producers 
of beer and soap. They do not find it prudent to 
advertise the fact on the hoardings; they do not 
invite us with picture postcards ‘to say it with 
tanks’ . . . ‘it’s nicer with mustard gas.’ But of 
course they desire the business.” 

dare say,” he went on, “that spokesmen of some 
of the fiorms in question will presently assure the 
Commission that they do not desire war. Let us 
accept their assurance at once, without reserve 
(though we should be realistic enough to take note 
of the colossal profits made by certain firms manu- 
facturing armaments, especially during the war 
period) . . . But that is not the real point at all. 
I dare say that all the directors and managers of these 
firms, when reading their morning newspapers at 
breakfast, want to see the nations settling down nicely 
together. . , . But can it be doubted that these 
same individuals when they go to the office after 
breakfast in their capacity as managers of great busi- 
nesses, have to svdtch over their attention to the job 
of expanding that business so as to produce dividends 
for their shareholders and employment for their 
staffs and plants?” 

This was pretty good stuff and I enjoyed it. But 
my judicial mind — sitting on the right hand of Sir 
John Eldon Bankes I remembered that I had to be 
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judicial — ^waited for the conclusion of that rhetoric 
which, in fairness to the arms manufacturers, de- 
manded some show of proof that when they wished 
to expand their business in tanks, high explosives or 
machine guns, they were able to impose their will 
upon the Government, or so to stir up international 
trouble that their goods would be in greater demand. 
I remembered that their success in this direction had 
not been very notable during our long period of 
economy in armaments. On these points Mr. Amold- 
Forster’s evidence was not convincing, as far as our 
own manufecturers are concerned, though he brought 
out some very impleasant allegations, a few in- 
criminating facts, and some very plausible inferences, 
not quite good enough as evidence. He was an 
advocate of first-class quality. 


S 

The Listeners 

There was always an audience at our public sittings 
and I used to watch them from my place aloft and 
wonder who they were, and why tiey should come 
to listen to evidence which was sometimes very 
technical. 

I began to recognise tlie faces of certain regular 
attendants. Below me on the right was a pale-feced 
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lady who never failed to come and who made detailed 
notes. Now and again I caught her eyes upon me — 
once I fear with a rebuke in them. It was when I 
laughed at the evidence of a certain witness who was 
a complete moral bandit and rejoiced in doing good 
business in the traffic of arms wherever he could find 
his customers. He faced us — and we were a severe- 
looking lot — ^with cheerful effrontery and undisguised 
cynicism. There was something comical in his out- 
rageous defiance of any moral attitude, and in his 
swashbuckling account of his own career. It was like 
having a pirate before us, waving the skull and cross- 
bones under the very nose of Sir John Eldon Bankes. 
I find it impossible to account for my laughter, but 
certainly I laughed, as did others of us, and the pale- 
faced lady looked at me with astonished and painful 
disapproval. 

There was another lady who seldom failed to be 
in court. She was young, “easy on the eye,” as the 
Americans say, not at all alarming in appearance or 
manner. But I became rather nervous of her. At first 
she sent up little notes to the judge asking him to put 
certain questions to the witnesses who defended the 
private manufacture of arms, which sometimes he did. 
Then she turned her attention to me, evidently 
thinking that I was a sympathetic soul on her side of 
the argument, which was the extreme Left. Her 
questions which she wanted me to put were very 
penetrating, and proved that she had studied die case. 
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even in its technical aspects, with great industry and 
intelligence. But I did not %vish to be coached by a 
young woman who was acting on behalf of Com- 
munists, and anyhow, I had studied my own brief — 
those masses of documents which were piled on my 
shelves — ^and had my own line of examination. I fear 
I must have pained her by returning her sheafs of 
notes. 

On the benches below us were groups of middle- 
aged men who looked very bored sometimes,- but did 
their best to keep awake after lunch. They were 
representatives of the Services and the arms manu- 
facturers. They became alert on days when the 
directors of Vickers and Imperial Chemicals were 
giving evidence and when the examination of these 
gentlemen led to some drama and heat. 

It was impossible for me to take this case with any 
kind of levity, though we had some cause for laughter 
now and then, especially when we gathered together 
in our retiring room. Dame Rachel Crowdy had a 
merry wit; and our Secretary, Mr. Twentyman, with 
his blond beard and blue eyes — we ran to blue eyes — 
had an ironi<^ mind ; and Professor Gutteridge told 
some very good stories. Sometimes we had to 
readjust our facial muscles before standing very 
solemnly in Court for the arrival of the Chairman 
who had been Lord Justice of Appeal. 

But I was always conscious that we were to be 
judgK in a case which to some extent mi^fc involTC 
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the lives of those now approaching manhood, and 
might have some influence upon the peace of the 
world. Because this traffic in arms — to me the most 
important aspect of the case — ^might be a cause of 
explosion somewhere which would hurl us all into 
the furnace of another war. Its prevention by inter- 
national control — ^if we could ever get that — ^might 
do something to remove evils, and dangers, and 
immoralities, not the direct cause of war perhaps, 
but an indirect cause, maybe, of fear, and hatred, and 
competition in lethal weapons. 

In tdiat Royal Commission I was marked out by 
some of the peace-lovers as one who would defend 
their cause and would not let them down. I knew 
that because I had letters from them urging me to 
put up a good fight against “Mars, his Idiot,” against 
vested interests in the instruments and material of 
war, against armament rings whom they believed to 
be agents of iniquity. I was to go out against this 
Moloch. 

So when I sat in my seat, like a white mouse, I felt, 
below the Judge’s chair, I had a grave sense of 
responsibility to a public bigger than that in court — 
to millions of men and women desperately anxious 
for peace in our time, and for the safety of their 
children, and for the seciu-ity of what civilisation 
there is, or may be. 

I felt extremely nervous because of that task. I 
had had no training in cross-examination, or the 
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mastering of a complicated brief with innumerable 
and difficult facts and figures ; and it was no easy thing 
to face an array of arms manufacturers, or official 
experts, and ask the right questions, and follow a line 
of examination with self-assurance, and ask offensive 
questions — ^necessarily offensive — ^without flinching, 
because they displeased those to whom they were put, 
and that very charming and courteous old man sitting 
up aloft who didn’t think it helped at all. 

Ihere were times when I was preposterously 
nervous so that my voice became harsher than I 
intended, and my manner more repulsive than I had 
ever thought possible of myself, and my temper less 
under control than it ought to have been. It was all 
due to nerves and a sense of strain. I am astonished 
now at the ferocity with which I tackled some of 
those witnesses, but they can afford to forgive me. 
They are making handsome profits again. Are they 
not making munitions of war as fast as they can — and 
not fast enough — ^for the Government rearmament 
plan? 


6 

Times oj Crisis 

During the course of the Commission there were 
two episodes in history which bore down upon our 
enquiry and seemed to make it foolish and fotile. 
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The first was Mr. Mussolini’s adventure in 
Abyssinia, after he had flouted all his pledges to the 
League of Nations, mocked at that Assembly’s con- 
demnation of an a^ressive war against one of tlie 
Member States, and gone straight ahead with his 
attacks and reinforcements, despite the “Sanctions” 
imposed upon him by many nations. When he sent 
a large body of troops to Libya, and tried to stir up 
trouble in Egypt, things began to look serious between 
this country and Italy. When the proposed settle- 
ment by Sir Samuel Hoare was passionately repudiated 
by public opinion in this country and our Fleet con- 
centrated in the Mediterranean things looked more 
serious. Italian propaganda was furious against us. 
Mussolini uttered threats of war. M. Laval, Prime 
Minister of France, had sold the pass by a secret 
agreement with “11 Duce,” and was a reluctant ally of 
ours in any use of force — a possibility repugnant to 
French opinion. If there were any war with Italy it 
would be our war, though we were acting in the name 
of “Collective Security.” 

“I find it difficult to face any more public sittings 
during this crisis,” said Sir John Eldon Bankes one 
morning, and we agreed with him, because, after all, 
it was difficult, if not absurd, to discuss the alleged 
abuses of private manufacture of arms when the 
Admiralty were sending rush orders for naval shells, 
and when the private firms were put under sudden* 
and immediate pressure to make good the deficiencies 
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of supply which had fallen too low — alarmingly and 
dangerously low — should the horrid spectre of war 
beckon us to follow him. No condemnation of ours, 
no recommendations, no plan of a new system would 
be of the least avail if Italian aircraft flew over our 
battleships with loads of bombs, or if Mussolini, 
suffocating with rage, touched the button of a bell in 
the Pala2zo di Venezia and ordered his submarine 
commanders to sink some British battleships, what- 
ever hell might follow. That nearly happened. . . . 

This crisis passed, but its shock and its warning did 
not leave things as they had been. Mussolini’s repu- 
diation of the League revealed, as though by a flash 
of lightoing, the impotency of that body to establish 
law and order, or to prevent a war if one of the bi^ 
powers decided to risk- it. 

The Pact of Paris, by which many nations had 
renounced war in support of their national policy, 
was now a dead letter. 

Other pledges and pacts were being broken. 
Germany was breaking them, and Germany was 
rearming with an intensity which alarmed her 
neighbours and former enemies. Mr. Winston 
ChurchiU called the attention of the House of Com- 
mons to the rapid and costly programme of German 
rearmament especially in the air, and his lurid words, 
ba^ upon evidence which is not now challenged, 
seriously disturbed the British Government who had 
hoped for a general measure of disarmament — 
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although their political opponents could not con- 
gratulate them on the work of their representatives 
in Geneva who had always raised pettifogging obstruc- 
tions, and had “missed the boat” more than once when 
the tide was flowing in the direction of that ideal and 
possibility. 

The British Government issued a White Paper on 
the subject of national defence and rearmament while 
the Royal Commission was sitting. Neither the Prime 
Minister nor any of his colleagues thought it well to 
send us a word on the subject, though we were sup- 
posed to be — ^and were — charged with the duty of 
considering many of the aspects of that problem and 
had in our possession all the available facts. 

They based all their reliance upon the old system 
of private manufacture, with its profit-making and its 
limited possibilities of expansion, and its lack of 
co-ordination and control. Here we were — this 
Royal Commission — side-tracked and ignored. It 
was not a pleasant position, nor very encouraging to 
our labours. One or two members suggested resig- 
nation. The others begged the Chairman to go 
straight ahead, as though the White Paper had never 
been issued, and as though we had to deal — as indeed 
we had — ^with general principles unaffected by passing 
events. The Chairmcui agreed, after an adjournment. 

I ran see him sitting there during these crises in our 
history with a feint look of anxiety and worry on his 
usually placid face. He sat during our private sittings 
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with his back to a wide window overlooking the 
garden of Buckingham Palace or, in another room we 
used, looking on the way from Wellington Barracks 
to St. James’s Park. Every morning there was the 
sound of gay music and the beat of drums. The 
Guards were on their way to the King’s House. We 
turned in our seats to watch those young men, 
marching by, their arms and legs swinging in perfect 
unison, with their machine-like precision. The 
Colours passed. 

“A good sight I” said Sir John Eldon Bankes. 


7 

The House oj Vickers 

As the greatest armament firm in this country, 
linked up with many subsidiary companies and a net- 
work of international interests, Vickers Limited 
stood in the public imagination, and in actual fact, as 
the stronghold of that system of private manufiicture 
and trading in arms against which all their critics were 
passionately hostile. Considerable public interest was 
aroused when it was knovra that the directors of this 
firm were coming to give their evidence and to be 
examined. The Court was crowded on the days when 
th^ appeared and the Press was in fiiU attendance. 

The members of the Royal Commission were, I 
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think, all feeling somewhat highly strung as they took 
their places to face these directors and experts of 
Messrs. Vickers, headed by Sir Herbert Lawrence, the 
Chairman of that company, with Sir Charles Craven 
as its managing director, and Mr. Yapp among its 
important officials. 

Our Chairman knew that the examination of these 
witnesses after they had put in their own detailed case 
would not be of a mild and amiable character. He was 
apprehensive, I think, that some members of the 
Commission might go too far in their probing of 
matters of scandalous allegations. He was not sure 
of our ability in cross-examination, or of our being 
willing to conform to judicial discretion. By this 
time, I fear, he had mild suspicions of Dame Rachel 
Crowdy and myself as a couple of hotheads who might 
cause trouble. 

TTiere was a mass of material before us. Many 
letters by Sir Charles Craven, not meant for the public 
eye and addressed to American finns, had been seized 
by the American Anns enquiry; and certain phrases 
and statements in them su^ested some of those very 
methods in the sale of arms which had been charged 
against this industry. 

I had dimmed my eyes by the study of those docu- 
ments. I had made enormous numbers of notes which 
I had to abandon in Court. I felt frightfully ill at the 
time, and when I took my place next to the Judge I 
Wcis as nervous as a cat on hot bricks. But I tried to 
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Steel myself to face this duty of examining the most 
poweirfiil group of arms manufacturers in this country, 
or the world. They would be hard nuts to crack, but 
I was determined that I would not allow them to gloss 
over any of the charges brought against them, or let 
it be said that this Royal Commission had been an 
eye-wash affair, evading the possibilities of revealing 
scandals and abuse. Outside that Court were millions 
of men and women who had a deep and passionate 
hope that this Royal Commission would put its search- 
light upon this industry, which they believed — ^with- 
out much direct evidence — ^was very sinister in its 
power and practices. I steeled myself to an un- 
pleasant task. 

Sir Herbert Lawrence was very courteous and 
bland when my turn came. He knew that I was trying 
to find holes in his armour and that there was no 
button on my foil, but I must admit he parried my 
thrusts without the slightest touch of anger, even 
when I pressed him rather hard. On a minor point in 
which I was interested he professed remarkable 
ignorance. It was about the personality of Sir Basil 
Zaharoff — who had been closely associated with the 
firm of Vickers over a long period of years. None of 
my questions would draw him out on that subject, 
and looking at the fects published after the recent 
death of that extraordinary man, who was the greatest 
commercial traveller in lethal weapons, I feel that his 
foi^tfiikiess was remarkable. On all the points 
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raised in criticism of his firm’s activities he would 
admit nothing that might suggest any low or immoral 
motive. Vickers, he thought, was incapable of any- 
thing but die most spiritual ideals. He was shocked 
that I should suggest otherwise. 

All this was by way of preliminary to the evidence 
of Sir Charles Craven, who had to deal in detail with 
the suggestions against the actions and methods of his 
firm. Those letters of his which had been published 
by the American Arms Committee needed a lot of 
explaining, and there were many transactions with 
which he had been associated which called for most 
penetrating enquiry. 

Sir Charles Craven has an apparent air of boyishness, 
geniality and the breeziness of a naval man. He is a 
good-looking, fresh-complexioned man who would 
inspire immediate confidence in Chinese Generals or 
Japanese Admirals, as a simple honest Englishman. 
He faced the Commission like a schoolboy who has 
not learnt all his home lessons but hopes to get away 
with it. 

The Chairman, Professor Gutteridge and Dame 
Rachel Crowdy took him through those indiscreet 
letters and wordd not let him get away with them 
easily. Dame Rachel made him look very uncom- 
fortable by some of her quotations and her inferences 
them. She quoted a letter he had written which 
suggested that he deplored the possibility that the 
League of Nations or some other “fancy convention* 



82 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

might abolish large-sized submarines, and she put it 
to him that he would rather have an increased sale 
of the products of his firm than any form of peaceful 
settlement. 

Sir Charles Craven objected to this interpretation 
of a phrase in his private correspondence. 

Dame Rachel Crowdy: “But you have no great 
feeling in fevour of any attempt at peace by 
diplomacy?” 

There was a wave of laughter in Court greatly to 
the suiprise of Sir Charles Craven when he made the 
following reply: 

“I think that the League of Nations was the most 
wonderful ideal that has happened in our time.” 

I leave out the ding-dong examination of all the 
points raised by the methods of Vickers and its asso- 
ciated companies. It was a severe ordeal for the 
representatives of that firm, and the Chairman and 
members of the Commission dealt fully with every 
case alleged against them. There was no “eye-wash” 
here. I had a verbal duel with Sir Charles Craven, 
which became rather heated. It appeared that we did 
not like each other very much, but I can truly say that 
there was nothing personal in my endeavour to get at 
the truth of things, and that it was a kind of duel 
between one brain and another as might happen 
between a counsel for the prosecution and a difficult 
and important witness. Sir Charles resented, it 
seemed, many of my questions. 
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“Most unfair,” he said. At times he appealed to 
our Chairman who was not happy, but supported me 
in upholding my right of questioning. 

“I think you had better answer that,” he said to 
the witness. 

There was a sensation in Court when I asked leave 
of the Chainnan to call for the private files of corres- 
pondence between the head office of Vickers 
Limited and their agents abroad. It was after Sir 
Charles Craven and his fellow-directors had thwarted 
aU my efforts to obtain more light on the way in 
which their agents abroad were instructed in their 
methods of obtaining orders. 

The representatives of Vickers looked at each other 
and had a whispered consultation. The Chairman 
upheld my request but enquired whether such files 
as I desired to see could be brought in a pantechnicon 
or a motor car. 

“Would it not be much easier,” asked Dame Rachel, 
“for Sir Philip to go and read them on the spot?” 

“Quite,” said the Chainnan. 

My heart sank within me. I knew that I had asked 
for trouble and had got it. I should have to read 
innumerable files and my eyes were suffering from 
severe strain. 

I immediately applied for leave to be supported 
by Dame Rachel Crowdy and I had a nod from her of 
very gallant agreement to come to my rescue. 

It was decided that we should study the 
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correspondence of Vickers reiat±Qg to their business 
in China, Japan, and Manchukuo over a certain period 
of years, and Vickers raised no objection whatever to 
this examination. After that whispered consultation 
they played up remarkably well. 

By this time, however, Sir Charles Craven had 
decided, quite definitely, that I was treating him as a 
hostile witness, and I did not dispel this idea by my 
subsequent examination. 

I fear that there was a certain sultriness, a certain 
suggestion of forked lightning, in my intensive 
questioning which may have suggested to him that 
I was prejudiced against the great firm of which he 
was mjuiaging director. Shall I go to the extreme 
lengths of candour in saying that I was ? 


8 

Bluebeard's Chamber 

But I must pay a tribute to die courtesy of Sir 
Charles Craven and his colleague Mr. Yapp when we 
met them on private ground, so to speak, after this 
affair in the public arena. 

It was a sen^tional moment when Dame Rachel 
Crowdy and I appeared for the first time at tdie 
portals of Vickers House, in the neighbourhood of 
St. James’s Park Station, in order to examine the files. 
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Word had gone forth in that great building that we 
were expected. By some mysterious telepathy it was 
known that we had arrived. Hall porters cind oflSce 
boys saluted impressively. Clerks bobbed their heads 
out of various doors. Directors and heads of depart- 
ments had assembled to receive us. They offered us 
tea with great solicitude. They provided us with 
cigarettes. They pressed on us their services to show 
us the system of filing, and to answer any questions 
which might be raised by us. It was all very touching 
and in the best tradition. All we wanted, however, 
was to be left alone vvdth the files, and finally we were 
able to make this clear to them. We were left alone 
with the files. 

It was a Bluebeard’s chamber, I thought, with a 
shudder of horror, when I first gazed around that 
room where all the files of correspondence — at least 
all those of an official character — ^had been packed 
and arranged for our examination. They were piled 
high upon the tables. They flowed over to chairs and 
softs. Even to examine them cursorily would take 
enormous time. A sense of comedy, and a sense of 
melodrama, took possession of us. We wanted to 
laugh, but were afraid of listening ears. We wanted 
to exchange sensational remarks about the task ahead 
of us, and to frighten each other by melodramatic 
su^estions. 

“Heaven help us,” I murmured sitting down at a 
desk barricaded by those files. 
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“Heaven helps those who help themselves,” said 
Dame Rachel, who is very matter of fact. 

She grasped one of the files and then withdrew her 
hand as if it had bitten her. They had not been dusted 
for years. After half an hour’s work among them my 
hands were like those of a coal heaver and Dame 
Rachel declined to shake hands with me after our first 
afternoon’s labour. 

Dame Rachel Crowdy has the eye of a hawk. In 
fifteen minutes she had found strange mysteries in the 
cross-index system of Vickers Ltd, regarding supplies 
of certain articles to Japan. They led to great trouble 
in Vickers House. But there was no trouble too great 
for them, it seemed. Mr. Yapp was so charming, so 
helpfiil, so honest — ^his honesty was almost em- 
barrassing — that we both came to have a soft spot in 
our hearts for him. We had to goad each other to ask 
impertinent questions, and pursue certain enquiries 
with relentless zeal and painful results. It positively 
hurt us to take advantage of his candour and good will 
in revealing the full history of certain transactions 
which aroused our inquisitiveness. 

Sir Charles Craven, that breezy type of naval man- 
hood, insisted upon putting his car at our disposal 
after office hours. It was an enormous Rolls-Royce 
into which Dame Rachel Crowdy sank with a sigh 
of ease. She was handed out at her dwelling near 
Hyde Park Comer. I was driven further and alone. 

“This is a scandalous afiairl” I thou^t. “If only a 
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Dailfr Herald reporter could see me in this tremendous 
car belonging to the managing director of Vickers 
Ltd. the public will have doubts of my integrity.” 

I hadn’t the moral courage to let that car drive up 
to the Little House where I lived. The car was almost 
larger than the house. 


9 

English Characters 

Such incidents provided humorous relief to a task 
which nearly killed us all. At least we thought it was 
going to kill the most frail among us, and few of us 
thought we should survive its long ordeal. Dame 
Rachel bet me half a crown that I should pop off first 
and Sir Thomas Allen second. She hasn’t yet paid 
me now that she has lost. We were all agreed that 
the only possible survivor would be Sir John Eldon 
Bankes. There was a time when the entire Royal 
Commission with the exception of that hardy veteran 
were lying over the countryside in hospitals, nursing 
homes, or private beds. But we sta^ered up and on, 
jeered at in the Press for delays which were not of 
our making but due mostly to the difficulty in getting 
our witnesses to prepare their cases. 

Those witnesi^ were as good as a stage play of 
English life in 1936. 
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They were in some cases types who are passing 
from us, and perhaps will never be bred again in our 
island’s history, because character is changing and 
tradition is breaking. Will such old sea-dogs as Sir 
Roger Bacon walk the quarter-decks of jfutiure fleets? 
He thoroughly enjoyed being questioned on his views, 
and when I hoped that I was not tiring him he looked 
up with a sunny smile and said cheerfully: “I love it!” 

He believed that the peace of the world could only 
be kept by a strong British Navy, and repudiated 
heartily the idea that competition in armaments 
might lead to war. He asserted that the war in r 9 1 4- 1 8 
only happened because we weren’t strong enough to 
stop it, by overwhelming supremacy at sea. Perhaps 
he vras right. 

Generals appeared before us. They were men who 
had organised our machine in the world war. One 
of them, most responsible for that business, alarmed 
me by his simplicity of mind which made him reveal 
the frightful lack of intelhgent organisation at that 
time without being aware that there was anything 
wrong vnth his system. But he was the most charm- 
ing ^e of old gentleman, sans peur et sons reprocbe, 
and it was impossible to be rude to him. 

Before us came many hi^ officials of the Services, 
and as they gave their evidence I felt a sense of 
admiration for their perfect poise, their perfect good 
form, their ability and their character. These men, 
I thou^t, are beyond all suspicion of corruption. In 
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no Other country, perhaps — at least in few — ^would 
one find such integrity, such reliability, such devotion 
to duty. But their minds were rigidly fixed into a 
certain framework of ideas, conventions, and tradi- 
tions. Also they were speaking to an official brief in 
favour of the continuance of private manufacture, but 
I think they were also expressing their own con- 
victions. 

So it was with some of those en^ged in ship- 
building and steel production. These men of old- 
established firms could hardly be suspected, except 
by cankered souls, of dark and murderous methods 
for profit’s sake. One could not regard them as 
“Merchants of Death.” They were builders of ships,, 
and manufacturers of steel plates, and not stirrers-up 
of strife for the sake of dividends. Most of them 
disarmed one’s suspicions by their simplicity of 
character, though there were other witnesses who 
were not without guile, and not without a hard 
cynicism which made one distrustful. 

One episode caused a sensation in one of die public? 
sittings to everyone present except the man most 
concerned, who was Sir John Eldon Bankes, totally 
unaware of what had been said because he vras busy 
with his own notes. 

It was when Mr. Harry Pollitt, representing the 
Communist Party of Great Britain, was giving evi- 
dence. He was a Communist, but butter wouldn’t 
melt in his mouth. He stated his case with a 

n 
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moderation and gentleness which reminded me of 
Bottom in The Midsummer "Night's Dream. “I will roar 
ye as gently as any sucking dove.” 

It was towards the end, when our Chairman 
thought he had had quite enough rope, and was 
becoming a little impatient so that his fairy bell was 
tinkling. Mr. Pollitt read out a list of public men who 
had blocks of shares in armament firms. So-and-so, 
So-and-so — a long list — and Sir John Eldon Bankes, 
the Chairman of the Royal Commission on Arms! 

I started back as if I had been shot. Mr. Twentyman 
the secretary, turned round to look at the Chairman 
with stupefaction and alarm. The audience drew its 
breath deeply. The reporters began to write hur- 
riedly. It was a sensational moment. But Sir John 
Eldon Bankes went on writing without turning a hair. 
It was our duty to tell him afterwards what had hap- 
pened, and at the beginning of the next public meeting 
he made a statement that a number of United Alkali 
shares, recently converted into Imperial Chemical 
shares, had stood in his name as trustee of a relative’s 
estate, but that all the trust had expired, and all the 
shares had passed out of his name, months before he 
had been invited to become a member of the 
Commission. 


t 
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10 

George 

Among the historical characters who appeared on 
our stage was that great old actor and man of action. 
The Right Honourable David Lloyd George, the 
Wizard of Wales; and he was at the top of his form. 

As Minister of Munitions he knew all that had 
happened in the early days of the war when there was 
a frightful shortage of shells, guns, and everything 
else, needed by the armies in France. He had helped 
to organise the whole industry of the country in this 
desperate and awful necessity of providing the vast 
flow of war material which afterwards poured out 
of the national factories. His dynamic energy had 
driven the wheels faster, and his magic had solved, 
by reckless prodigality of payment, .the labour 
troubles which threatened to check the output. Dr. 
Addison, who also gave us valuable evidence, had 
been his successor as dictator of Supplies. 

Mr. Lloyd George arrived rather early for his 
examination. He was as fresh as a daisy in spring. 
His blue eyes twinkled merrily. His shoulders were 
squared. His hands were restless. All his movements 
were those of a yoimg man. He didn’t seem a day 
older since a morning in Paris, in 19 ij:, when I met 
him outside the H&tel Crillon and said: “How are 
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things going, sir?” and he answered brightly: “I can 
tell you something that’s going, my lad, and that is 
English gold. We are the milch cow of Europe.” He 
didn’t look one hour older, though it was twenty 
years since a morning when I had had breakfast with 
him in Downing Street after the battle of Loos, of 
which I had been an eye-witness, and of which 
he knew very little then, though he was Minister 
of Munitions, because of some holding back of 
information after that bad show. He didn’t look a 
day older, I thought — ^perhaps mistakenly, for one 
forgets the imperceptible touch of time — than on a 
day when he had come out to France to talk to our 
Generals, who detested the little man imtil they met 
him and then fell over each other’s spurs to get near 
him and hear his words of wizardiy. He had always 
been very kind to me until one day he was very 
unkind and very unfair to me in one of his books. 

“I have a bone to pick with you, sir,” I said, 
laughingly, before we went into Court. 

“There’s hardly a man in England who hasn’t,” he 
told me with a smile in his blue eyes — ^those blue eyes 
which disarm his worst enemies because of their 
humour and vivacity. “What’s your trouble ?’ 

“You made an unjust attack on me in your last book 
about the war,” I told him without rancour. 

“My d«ir fellow,” he said, “it’s within my 
recollection that you attacked me first 1 I always 
hit back.” 
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We went into Court in a friendly mood. And as a 
witaess he was vastly interesting, and expanded provo- 
cative argument, and sweeping statements which 
wiped the floor, from his point of view, with private 
manufacturers and their whole system. He was all 
for the nationalisation of the arms industry. 

That morning he was good enough to invite me to 
lunch with him at the House of Conomons and it was 
an amusing interlude. He gave a rapid series of char- 
acter studies of the members of the Royal Commission 
in his finest style of caricature, and he didn’t spare us. 

This little man, I thought, is after all the most 
amazing character we still have among us. He will 
never be forgotten in history. He has what now we 
lack so much — dynamic energy, miraculous vitality, 
the spirit of great adventure, courage, genius, laughter, 
magnetism of personality. He has been very wicked 
at times — diabolical! — ^and will go on being so until 
he dies, but all the same he is a great child of nature, 
not often placed in the cradles of humanity by fairies 
and goblins. 

He wanted to know a few points about the battle of 
Passchendaele. A secretary, who must lead a harried 
life, was called upon at the luncheon table to take 
down some notes, between roast mutton and sultana 
roil provided by the House of Commons. . Miss 
Megan listened to her father with an enjoyment which 
does not stale. Before parting with me he shook 
hands warmly. 
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“This is the peace of Passchendaele!” he said, 
alluding to my little feud with him. 


II 

Sir Maurice Hank^ 

Utterly different, in every quality of mind and 
personality, was another witness who came before us 
to present the strongest argument against nationalisa- 
tion possible to make by any human intellect in posses- 
sion of the fullest knowledge, and after the most 
intensive study, and with the most passionate though 
unemotional conviction. It was Sir Maurice Hankey, 
Chief of the Committee of Imperial Defence and 
Secretary of the Cabinet. 

Sir Maurice Hankey had devoted an enormous 
amount of time to a study of the case for and against 
the private manufacturers of arms, extending over 
many years. During the war he had been Secretary 
to many bodies controlling its operations, such as the 
War Council and the War Cabinet. After the war he 
became Secretary to the Peace Conference, Secretary 
to the Cabinet, Secretary-General of Imperial Con- 
ferences and Disa rm a m ent Conferences. Since 1901 
he had been closely associated with the business of 
Imperial Defence in all its aspects. 

In spite of all his immense labours this astonishing 
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man — ^astonishing for his industr)', his machine-like 
efficiency of mind — ^like a card-index system in which 
there is an immense store of facts neatly classified — 
found time to prepare two immensely long 
memoranda of evidence which he desired to place 
before the Royal Commission. 

They dealt in considerable detail with every aspect 
of the case before us. They were formidable docu- 
ments with many notes and appendices. He analysed 
the problems and history of arms manufacture nearly 
as far back as the Stone Age and came forward, 
relentlessly, to the latest type of Bombing aeroplane. 

His first memorandum was a general survey, and 
every statement in it was heavily weighted in favour of 
the private manufacture of arms. 

The second memorandum was a close analysis, and 
destructive criticism, of the evidence presented by the 
opponents of private manufacture. As the Chairman 
pointed out to him, he adopted, in his second 
memorandum, the position of a counsel tearing to 
pieces the evidence of opposing witnesses upon which 
we, and not Sir Maurice himself, had to decide. 

Sir Maurice wished to adopt the position of a 
private individual interested in the question of 
armaments, and coming to give evidence before us 
because of that interest. We could not accept that 
point of view as to his standing. He was the official 
spokesman of the Services. 

“I have been in close touch,” he told us, “with the 
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Govenunent departments principally concerned — 
that is to say, the Admiralty, the War OflSce, the Air 
Ministry, the Foreign Office, the Board of Trade and 
the Treasury — ^to all of whom I am indebted for much 
of my material and for help at every stage. In the 
Government service team work is very much the 
order of the day, both in defence matters and other 
matters, and my two memoranda that I have sent to 
you may be taken as representing broadly the views of 
the officials in those departments. ... At the same 
time I should like to state personally, although no one 
has asked me to do so, that I caimot commit other 
officials to every word that I say. I cannot consult 
them as to what I say under cross-examination.” 

This was a complete acknowledgment that he came 
before us as an official and not as a private individual. 

He was careful to point out, however, that any 
remark he might make in no way committed the 
Prime Minister or any other Minister. It was obvious 
to me, and to my fellow-members of the Commission, 
that the evidence of Sir Maurice Hankey, enforced by 
a formidable array of Service representatives, was the 
official case in defence of the private manufecture of 
anm, and that the opponents of that system would 
find in the evidence and views he presented the 
strongest challenge to their indictment. 

It was an astonishing experience listening to that 
distinguished government official. I could not help 
thinking as I followed his long statements that here 
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before us was the most influential brain in England, 
the Mind moving behind the scenes of Imperial 
defence and policy. Prime Ministers and Cabinet 
Ministers would turn to him for facts and advice, 
which he would give instantly, with complete con- 
fidence in his own knowledge and intelligence. He 
would never make a mistake on a fact. He would 
never falter in an opinion. He would just tell them 
with a quiet self-assurance which would admit of no 
argument. He would know. He would be patient 
with their ignorance. He would explain to them in 
simple language so that they might understand. 

I had another thought from time to time. Why, I 
thought, does he not wear bi-focai glasses, instead of 
having to take oflF his spectacles every time he wants 
to have a look at us, and put them on every time he 
wants to go on reading? 

I listened to him hour after hour, on two successive 
days, with profound admiration and a sense of 
stupefaction. 

Here was a brain beyond competition as a working 
machine, with a complete mastery of minute detail, 
historical facts, technical knowledge, classification 
and order, marvellously well poised. And here was a 
brain entirely without passion, and entirely un- 
emotional, but extraordinarily limited in its frame- 
work, and almost inhuman in its disregard of the 

He was successful, I think, in showing that the case 
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against the British manufacturers was based upon 
scanty evidence, upon scandalous charges “non 
proven,” as the Scottish verdict says, and upon public 
prejudice and propaganda exaggerated and in many 
cases unjustified. But in my opinion still he over- 
stated his case for the defence. He ignored utterly 
the moral repugnance of public opinion throughout 
the world to a traffic in arms which, in its inter- 
national transactions, cannot be exonerated — in my 
opinion again — ^from all such charges as bribery, 
deliberate incitement of unrest for the sake of orders, 
the indiscriminate supply of arms, even against the 
interests and safety of the traders’ own countries, the 
constant competition in efficiency of slaughter, even 
though their own peoples may be slaughtered, and the 
cynical disregard of international efforts for limitation 
of arms and world peace. 

He defended the system of supplying arms to both 
sides in a conflict, and even of supplying the latest 
types of weapon to nations who afterwards used them 
against our own soldiers. 

He found nothing whatever objectionable in our 
export trade of arms to any country who might like 
to buy them, even if they might be our potential 
enemies. On the contrary, he thought, as all other 
defenders of private manufecture, that this was 
necessary in order to enable our arms manufacturers 
to keep going, train their craftsmen, and be capable 
of expansion in time of war. 
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He was not cynical. He was just sure that all this 
was strictly within the moral law. He was not 
ruthless, or brutal in his sense of recdism, but quietly 
certain that the private manufacturing system is in the 
hands of men of the highest moral integrity, conduct- 
ing their business according to the best traditions, 
and that we should bless them for their labours in 
defence of this realm and Empire. 

If he had admitted one possibility of abuse, one 
possible departure from moral law, one tiny blot 
on their scutcheon, he would have been more con- 
vincing. But to Sir Maurice Hankey there was 
nothing but malice, illusion, and falsity in the charges 
brought by the opponents of the arms firms. Never- 
theless, I am bound to admit that he did riddle many 
of the specific allegations against British firms, and put 
up the strongest case against nationalisation. 


12 

The Report oj the Commission 

After having representatives of the Navy, Army, 
and Air Force, technical experts, scientists, ship- 
builders, steel-producers, chemists, masters of ord- 
nance, and other witnesses, the Royal Commission 
concluded its public sittings and sat dovm in its own 
rooms to consider a Report. 
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Sir John Eldon Bankes looked anxious at tunes. 
There were days, I think, when he almost abandoned 
hope of presenting a Report at all. In private and 
public some of us had appeared to h i m rather more 
impassioned than was quite in keeping with our 
quasi-judicial character. Would it ever be possible 
to get agreement in this team of strongly opinionated 
people? So he must have wondered. Sitting on his 
right hand I could hear his little sighs when argument 
crossed and recrossed the table, and when discussion 
became long and animated on first principles, as well 
as on facts and details. But he had a wonderful 
self-control, and a very remarkable gift of patience. 
Never once did he say a discourteous word, never 
once did he suggest any compromise of convictions, 
never once did he lose his temper, his beautiful poise, 
his anxiety to give each one of us a fair hearing for 
argument or point of view. 

Our golden-haired secretary, who had strong 
views of his own, a sense of humour and a kind of 
concealed fire burning behind his blue eyes, suffered 
exceedingly. It is generally the experience of 
secretaries on Commissions and Committees that 
before the Report stage is reached they have a clear 
idea of the members’ views and convictions. But 
when Mr. Edward Twentyman sat down to draft 
out the Report upon our points of agreement he 
found that we declined to agree to anything without 
prolonged discussion of fundamental issues. So it 
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seemed to him and so it seemed to our Chairman. 

Yet the truth was — and it appeared with surprising 
clarity after this preliminary disorder — ^that all of us 
did have the desire at least to be judicial, and not 
partisans, or advocates of this side or the other. It 
gradually davraed upon our Chairman that we were 
reasonable people with a certain judgment upon 
matters of fact and evidence, and that no member 
of the Commission was out for his or her point of 
view regardless of such evidence. We were indeed 
sincerely anxious to be honest in our summing up of 
all we had heard, and to shirk nothing that should be 
taken into account on one side or the other. It was 
our duty to draw up recommendations which would, 
if possible, remove the possibilities of evil in a 
dangerous trade, and to formulate some plan which 
would be more efficient in producing the armaments 
required for national defence. 

Ihe drawing up of our Report, which proved to 
be unanimous, was a proof of certain qualities in our 
racial character which keep us fairly steady and fairly 
sane through all our crises and all our problems. To 
me it was a valuable experience as a study of hirman 
nature, and of reason working without fanaticism. 
Some of us felt passionately about the things upon 
which we had to report, but we subordinated passion 
to the test of evidence and common sense. We 
were like a juiry of twelve ordinary citizens who had 
listened to a great trial and were now called upon to 



102 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

deliver a verdict. I believe we did so with the 
honesty and sincerity one finds in the jury box. But 
we were also judges, not to be swayed by emotion or 
brilliant advocacy. I am, for myself, only claiming the 
quality of a juryman and the intellectual morality of — 
shall I say? — a county court judge. I was no in- 
tellectual equal in this sort of job to men like J. A. 
Spender, or Professor Gutteridge, or Sir Thomas 
Allen, or Sir Kenneth Lee, to say nothing of our 
secretary, who was a master at drafting what he hoped 
to be our final conclusions. As for Sir John Eldon 
Bankes, I cannot pay him too high a tribute for his 
leadership — ^his long-sufiFering patience, his sldll in 
seeing the implications of a phrase or a comma. 

Perhaps I am not claiming too much in saying that 
this spirit of reason, overruhng partisanship, is what 
carries on the life of our nation m an orderly way, 
which is the envy, now and then, of other peoples. 
Anyhow, we signed a Report which was heartily 
disliked by almost everybody, and may, therefore, 
have been good. It was. 

That Report now lies in the pigeon-holes of 
Whitehall, and many copies of it have gone into 
many dustbins, and no doubt have now returned 
to pulp for other paper and other words. Nobody 
will ever read it a^in unless, later in history, some 
inquisitive fellow, anxious to study a forgotten epi- 
sode, takes it out of the British Museum and finds, 
to his astonishment, an analysis, a judgment, and a 
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plan on the subject of armaments, of quaint historical 
interest. 

The Labour Party, the Socialists, the Communists, 
the Peace Societies and, strange as it may seem, Lord 
Cecil of Chelwood were disappointed and angry 
because we did not report in favour of a complete 
State Monopoly of the Arms industiy, but they failed 
to perceive that our reconamendations gave them 
eveiything for which they had pleaded apart from the 
blessed name of Nationalisation. 

One aspect of the case a^inst nationalisation which 
we had to take into consideration was the clear 
evidence we had, and afforded by histoiy, that 
Governments are by no means more virtuous than 
private firms, and that the worst cases of bribery, 
corruption of the foreign Press, stimulation of fear 
and hatred, arming of one nation against another, and 
every kind of evil practice, has been done, and is still 
being done abroad, by Government agents, Govern- 
ment policies, and Government funds, in many States. 
What has happened in the Spanish Civil War is proof 
enough of that. 

We urged upon the Government as our first con- 
clusion that the most effective and available means of 
removing or minimising the objection to the private 
manufecture of arms and its foreign trade would be 
the limitation of arms by international agreement. 

Although we decided, on the evidence, that the 
total abolition of private industry in this country was 
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undesirable in present conditions, and that no 
sufficient case had been made out for taking so drastic 
a step, we insisted that the Government should 
assume complete responsibility for the production 
and sale of arms by a rigid form of control, and the 
necessary collaboration with private industry. This 
responsibility should be exercised by a controlling 
body presided over by a Minister responsible to 
Parliament, having executive powers in peace-time 
and war-time over all matters relating to the supply 
and manufacture of aims and munitions, their costing, 
and the authorisation of orders from abroad. 

We recommended that the Government’s own 
arsenals should be fully equipped for the production 
of naval, military, and air armaments; that they 
should specialise in scientific research; and that they 
should be responsible for the training of technical 
experts; taking the initiative in the production of 
designs and improvement of machine tools, and the 
fonnulation of mass-production methods, not only 
for their own requirements but for the use and 
instruction of the private indust^ of the coxmtry. 

By this means the Government establishments 
would in time of emergency be ready wtith speci- 
fications, gauges, and particulars of machine tools, 
necessary for rapid expansion by private firms. They 
would provide standards by which costs would 
be checked. They would develop instruction in 
mass-production methods, and would have a trained 
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personnel available for service as instructors in time 
of emergency. 

It was our opinion, strongly stated, that ‘there is 
unquestionably something revolting to the conscience 
of ordinary men and women in the thought that 
killing, and the supply of killing power, is profitable 
to particular groups of people ; and the conception 
that war and the preparation for war ought not to 
be the occasion of private gain is, we believe, the 
fundamental conception from which the moral 
objection to the private industry springs. To this 
conception is added the fear and anxiety that arise 
from the recognition of the possibility, imdoubtedly 
inherent in the system of private industry in the 
supply of arms, that those engaged in it may be 
stimulated by the profit motive to practices which are 
socially undesirable in themselves and, in the case of 
the arms industry, are firaught with danger to the 
peace of the world.” 

We therefore recommended measures to restrict 
the profits of armament firms by a rigid system of 
control and costing, under the responsible body 
whose function we outlined. The removal of the 
profit motive, we said, is felt to be the one radical and 
effective method by which it is possible to prevent 
abuses. We were confident that public feeling in this 
matter which we believed to be vridespread, intense, 
and genuine, ought not to be disregarded. 

We made a series of recommendations for the 
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control of the export trade and, as we stated, some 
of the members of the Commission were in favour of 
its total abolition. 

We recommended the complete cessation of the 
private export trade in surplus and second-hand arms 
and munitions of war. 

We recommended that public officials (whether 
serving or retired) should not accept appointments 
with armament firms except with the approval of the 
Minister in charge of the department in which they 
are serving or have served. 

There was some pretty good stuff in this Report, 
largely ignored by the Press, and utterly ignored by 
the Government. I quote one passage which stands 
as a judgment of what happened in history and as a 
warning of what may happen again. 

“There is no question about the part which 
armaments have played in the development of 
modem war. They have not merely reflected, they 
have intensified, the fears, suspicions, and jealousies 
of nations, and enormously increased the scope and 
destructiveness of war. Through the enlistment of 
the highest scientific and engineering ability in the 
design and making of weapons of destruction, the 
whole nature of war has been changed. Montesquieu 
said that kings should so make war as to have 
done one another die least possible damage when 
peace was restored: modem governments seek to 
arm themselves with weapons which inflict the 
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maximum loss and suffering upon their opponents. 

“The effect of the competition in armaments which 
preceded the Great War can be traced in the records 
which are now available. These show the military 
staffs of all the principal powers in a state of increas- 
ing alarm lest they should either lose the lead which 
they supposed themselves to have gained, if further 
time were permitted, or be surprised before their 
ovm preparations were complete, if war came sooner 
than they expected. 

“In both the European groups the military staffs 
were anxiously discussing what would be the 
‘favourable moment’ for the conflict which they 
assumed to be inevitable, and both fixed it at the point 
at which they assumed, or hoped, they would be at 
the height of their power as measured in armaments.” 

I went to hear the funeral service of the Royal 
Commission Report. It took place in the House of 
Commons and was very decently done. Two or three 
Liberal members urged, in a mild and gentlemanly 
way, that the Report should be adopted. They failed, 
I thought, to bring out its strength and purpose. 
Then Sir Thomas Inskip rose, and, after a tribute of 
respect to Sir John Eldon Bankes, professed that he 
did not understand some part of our recommenda- 
tions, and that anyhow the Government had appointed 
some experts to elucidate them. 

Considering the utter simplicity of our plan and 
prose it does not say much for the mtellectiai 
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ability of Cabinet Ministers and their advisers. 

Sir Thomas Inskip did not like the Report, it 
seemed, and damned it with faint praise, and sent it 
to its grave. 

The Labour Party had nothing to say for it, having 
glanced at it with displeasure after seeing that it did 
not recommend nationalisation. 

I knew from a private source that it had angered 
some members of the Cabinet. It was too radical for 
them in its recommendations. If they took notice of 
it, it would upset their rearmament plans, which 
utterly ignored, and intended to ignore, all our 
decisions and proposals for limiting profit and 
checking abuses. It was too radical for the Conser- 
vatives and not radical enough for the Opposition. 

So it died, and so it was buried, and the members of 
the Royal Commission had wasted their time, except 
for having gained a little more knowledge of human 
nature, and the benefit of an intellectual exercise as 
harmless as a cross-word puzzle and, in its public 
sittings, a close-up view of characters, famous and 
obscure, with high ideals and low ideals, sinister, 
brazen-feced, and cynical, or aflame with frnaticism, 
or inspired by spiritual purpose. Before us came a 
procession of those who make the wheels go rotmd, 
and those who pull the strings of our puppet-show, 
and a few old ghosts of ancient history who walk 
across our English stage. It was, in its way, a 
performance of Cavalcade. But when the curtain ran 
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down I had had enough of it. It was a tragedy — with a 
few comic interludes — tragic, because it dealt with the 
very instruments and powers of world tragedy, and 
the failure of civilisation which defends itself 
precariously by this competition in armaments, and 
drifts steadily to the explosion-point. We few, we 
band of brothers — ^and one sister — had done our best 
to remedy some of these evils and suggest a better way 
out of their consequences by control and limitation, 
but we had failed. 

I made a bonfire of all the papers which had been 
thrust through my letter-box, or handed in at doors 
opened vsdde enough to take in their bulk. The 
flames leapt up as high as the roof of an old cow- 
shed in my backyard. I laughed as they turned those 
documents to white ash. It was a great relief after 
much futile labour. At the beginning of May that 
year the Government issued a White Paper giving 
their conclusions on our Report. They rejected all 
our recommendations with one exception: the con- 
scription of industry in time of war. 

Now the munition factories are working overtime. 
The Government has launched a stupendous pro- 
gramme of rearmament, almost without opposition. 
Metals are booming on the Stock Exchange. New 
millionaires are arising out of the profits of an 
industry which produces the instruments of 
destruction. The House of Vickers is having a happy 
time'. Everybody seems pleased, so why weary ? 



VI. THE DARK SHADOW 


I 

The Sense oj Doom 

I T is in the minds of the English people — this dark 
shadow. It creeps into English gardens where 
there is beauty, and should he, if anywhere, a sense 
of peace. It sits like a spectre at dinner tables where 
there is good company, and if one listens, as I do, one 
is conscious, very soon, of this ghost which haunts 
the minds of men and women who have been talking 
amusingly and light-heartedly xmtil, inevitably — at 
least in the company I keep — ^the talk drifts, or lurches 
suddenly, into an argument which begins "with fear 
and ends sometimes with a laugh in which despair is 
lurking. 

I do not exaggerate or over-dramatise. This dark 
shadow is caxised by the dreadful apprehension that by 
some inescapable doom we are all marching, against 
our vsill, towards another war more firightful than the 
last — ^not the war to end war this time but the war to 
end civilisation. That shadow lies brooding over our 
English scene and darkening all ovu* hopes. 

What is the use of this “prosperity” proclaimed 

no 
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triumphantly by the Government and by the Press 
(ignoring the disti-essed areas and other less pleasant 
aspects of English life) if it is going to be ended, rather 
soon perhaps (if one can believe the same newspapers) 
by hostile air raids from some enemy rmnamed, 
unless Germany is named, smashing up our densely 
populated centres and spreading panic and death by 
poison gas and incendiary bombs? What is the good 
of this great scheme of physical training — the outcome 
of King George’s Jubilee Fimd — ^if youth is only to be 
made fit for the next shambles? What is the good of 
that Ten Years’ Plan for Childhood advocated by Lady 
Astor and firiends if in one year, or two, or three 
— 1940 is generally named as the fatal year by the 
prophets of woe — ^these children will be vomiting in 
gas masks, and huddling in cellars which are by no 
means bomb-proof? 

“I want to frighten people,” said Mr. Duff Cooper, 
Mim’ster for War, anxious to speed up recruiting. 

Well, he has been doing his best, but it was hardly 
necessary. Mr. Winston Churchill had done rather 
well in that direction by speeches and articles 
revealing the rapid and vast rearming of Germany, 
especially in the air. The Government had not 
exactly proclaimed a cheery confidence in peace 
when they launched a tremendous plan for the ex- 
pansion of our ovm armaments, by land, sea, and air, 
and in February of last year announced their decision 
to raise a loan of £400,000,000 to cover expenses 
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estimated at £i,5’oo, 000,000 for armaments during 
the next five years. 

Up in Sheffield — I was told — the workers on muni- 
tion fectories were convinced that war was not fcir 
off. Otherwise, they asked, why all this hurry? 

“Why are we working on day and night shifts? 
Somebody seems to know something. It don’t look 
good, apart from work and wages.” 


2 

oj Escape 

One Sunday afternoon in the spring of this year 
I went into two old country houses where pleasant 
people live, typical, perhaps, of English life at its best. 
One belonged to a young doctor who had been hard 
driven by the influenza epidemic and does not get 
much rest, anyhow, in a practice which extends to 
many villages. He looked tired, I thought, but was 
amusing in his conversation as he stood six inches 
below the old black beams which go across his ceil- 
ing. But presently, when we drifted into a talk about 
psycholc^, he asked me a curious question. 

“Do you think young people ought to escape from 
this lunatic asylum called Europe if tbey have a 
chamce of getting out in time before war comes 
along?” 
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“Where would they go to find a sanctuary?” I 
answered by another question. 

“What about Rio? That might be a good spot, 
fairly aloof from trouble?” 

He was worrying about that “next war,” perhaps on 
account of his young wife, perhaps as a theoretical 
question nagging at him as he made his rounds, 
helping new life into the world, attending to children 
and young people who might be caught by the fire of 
Moloch. 

It was strange that in the second house I went to 
that afternoon there were two women who started 
talldng to me about this fear in their minds. One 
of them was the hostess of a tea party to which a group 
of young, or yormgish, people had come. We talked 
at the end of the room for a few minutes and presently 
she asked me a question, very seriously. 

“Do you think that it might be wise for anyone to 
get out of this country while the going is good — ^that 
is, before another war comes? I’ve almost given op 
hope of peace. I’m sorry for the yormg people — this 
little crowd, for instance.” 

It was the same question that the young doctor had 
put to me. Behind it was the same sense of impending 
conflict. They were both looking for a way of escape 
while there might still be time. It was rather start- 
ling. It was tragic as evidence of a state of mind 
creeping into English thought, as a deepening shadow. 
All over Europe and into millions of minds looking 
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out on life, that shadow lay behind sunlight and the 
hope of youth. 

Another lady in the same room spoke to me in a 
quiet voice. She had a little scheme in which, she 
thought, I might be interested. Her idea was that a 
village like the one in which she lived, and many 
others not enormously far from London, might adopt 
a number of school children in the great city and 
bring them down to a holiday camp once a year. They 
would be given a good time, but the purpose of it 
would be to organise a plan of evacuation from 
London in case of aerial bombardment. 

That fear again! That dreadfid apprehension of a 
coming war. 

I spoke quietly as she had done, so that no one 
could hear in a room where there was a cheerful 
murmur of general conversation and occasional 
laughter. It was a good old house which for many 
generations had belonged to farming folk, but now 
was filled with a company who skim the latest books, 
and listen to the “wireless,” and are in touch with 
London sophistication. 

“I refuse to believe that war is coming,” I said 
sturdily. “Et seems to me a kind of acceptance of its 
certainty if one arranges plans for air raids and gas 
masks for children. That is a smrender of all hope.* 
It’s putting emphasis on to preparation and not on to 
prevention. War mustn’t happen.” 

9ie was the motiaer of young children, though 
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young-looking herself and beautiful. Reynolds and 
Ronmey painted women like her. She looked, I 
thought, very eighteenth century in a long low room 
with old-fashioned furniture. 

“Besides,” I said, “there are nine million people in 
London. Imagine what would happen in an aerial 
bombardment frightful enough to create panic. The 
railways would be used for troops and transport. The 
roads would be choked. Its horror is unimaginable.” 

“It might be worth while saving some of the 
children,” she answered. 

Somehow, I thought, we must kill this fear lurking 
in so many minds. How tragic, how farcical, how 
danmable, that with, all our massed intelligence, all 
om* science, all our victories of civilisation, the minds 
of women should be haunted by this spectre of 
approaching horror for the children they have brought 
into the world! Gas masks for babies? The very 
Devil wouldn’t think of such abomination. 


3 

The Failure oj the League 

It was the breakdovra of the League of Nations over 
Abyssinia, and the abandonment of the Disarmament 
Conference which disconcerted the peace-lovers and 
left them rather hopeless, and turned some of them 
into militarists. 
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They had pinned their faith to the principles of 
“Collective Security.” When Mussolini broke all his 
pledges to the League, refused arbitration, and massed 
his troops for attack against the Ethiopians, it looked, 
for a little while, as though the League would exert 
its authority, and put into combined action its clauses 
of restraint against a nation judged to be guilty of 
flagrant aggression against any member nation of the 
League. By Article i6 of the Covenant “Sanctions” 
were to be imposed on Italy. Fifty-eight nations 
agreed to impose them by cutting ofiF Italy from all 
economic aid, with the screw gradually tightening, 
until the stranglehold would be complete. 

Mr. Anthony Eden, that elegant young man repre- 
senting the British Government, rapped on the table 
of the League Council. He took a strong line, sup- 
ported by his Government at home. When Mussolini 
sent troops to Libya and money to stir up trouble in 
Egypt and Palestine the British Lion suddenly sat 
up and roared. The British Fleet steamed into the 
Mediterranean. It was a great surprise to the world. 
Many nations had regarded the British Lion as a mangy 
old beast who had turned pacifist. When it roared 
and banged its tail angrily it made the world jump. 
It made Mussolini angry. It seemed to him a very 
unfriendly act. 

There was one day when I felt forked lightning in 
the air — an oppressive atmosphere. Other people 
were aware of it. 
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It was a day when we were within an hour of two 
of war with Italy, our old friend and ally. Soothing 
words sent to him by Sir Samuel Hoare prevented 
that tragedy. In any case Mussolini held a trump card 
which made war unnecessary so long as the Suez Canal 
were open to him. This Collective Security urged by 
Anthony Eden on behalf of the League had broken 
dovra before it was tried out. The Prime Minister 
of France, M. Laval — ^that smiling man — had estab- 
lished a very close understanding with Italy. He had 
made a secret agreement with Mr. Mussolini to turn 
a blind eye on any adventure in Abyssinia. To please 
Great Britain he was willing, and obliged, to support 
the “sanctions” up to a point, but not as far as oil, not 
as far as moving a ship or a gun against the Italian 
expedition. 

Collective Security had a wide-open gap. Only 
military and naval force — that is War— could stop the 
Italian army on its voyage to Abyssinia. No nation 
was willing to go as fer as that, not even as fer as 
stopping oil supplies while France under Laval was 
resolute against it. Any armed action would have 
to be done by the British Navy. That would not 
be Collective Security. It would be a straight fight 
between Great Britain and Italy. By a strange para- 
dox only the pacifists were in favour of that kind 
of war. They believed that if Mussolini cut the 
throat of Abyssinia the League would be mortally 
hurt and international law would no loiter exist. 
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The Left-minded people, hating Fascism, were all 
for war. 

The British Lion had roared and everybody was 
much impressed. Then it began to curl its whiskers 
and wag its tail. British prestige had been high. 
Germany had watched with astonishment and admira- 
tion. But something seemed to slip when Sir Samuel 
Hoare drew up a peace plan which would have given 
great slices of Ethiopia to the aggressor before his 
victory, which seemed to many minds at that time 
difficult and remote. Sanctions, they thought, would 
prove effective in the long run if the Ethiopians could 
only hold out. 

There was an outburst of passion in England. 

“It is not Abyssinia which has been betrayed,” 
■wrote one of the correspondents to The Times, which 
was filled with such correspondence. “It is we who 
have been betrayed.” 

Mr. Bald-win came running into Downing Street. 
He pledged the Government anew to a strong and 
faithful allegiance to the League Covenant. Mr. 
Anthony Eden, that resolute yoimg man, became 
Foreign Secretary in the place of Sir Samuel Hoare, 
who wept when he made his apologia to the House of 
Commons. 

It was all very dramatic. The voice of England had 
spoken. But as a friend of mine wrote to me from 
the United States: “England speaks the ■wrong words.” 

“You needn’t pay any attention to these alleged 
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Italian victories,” I was told by an Air-G>mmodore in 
his dravring-room one day. 

He had just flown over Abyssinia, and had seen its 
ja^ed mountain ranges. 

“The Italians make a little advance and then have 
to draw back. It vrill take them years to penetrate 
that country where black tigers lie behind the rocks.” 

“The Italian claims to victory are all bluflF,” said a 
young American in the same room. He had just spent 
six months in Abyssinia as a newspaper correspondent. 
“The rains chum up their roads. Transport is in a 
frightful mess. If the Ethiopians keep to guerilla 
warfare they will hold out for years.” 

Less than two months afterwards the Italian army 
entered Addis Ababa, and Haile Selassie fled from his 
country. Poison gas and air-bombs had broken the 
spirit of the Ethiopians. They had fled in black terror. 
They had died in heaps. 

It was a “glorious victory” for Italy. What price 
Glory? It was the utter defeat of the League and 
all its supporters. Collective Security had failed. 
There was no law in Europe. The smaller nations 
knew now that the League would be impotent to 
save them if one of the big bullies got after them. 
It was, for a time, the end of all dreams of inter- 
national law based on justice and supported by 
“sanctions.” 

It was one cause of that shadow which had lo33g 
been in the minds of European peoples — the shadow 
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of fear over many frontiers, which now deepened 
and darkened. It reached England. 


4 

Hitler's Germany 

This Italian adventure gave a shock to Mr. Stanley 
Baldwin, not easily shocked into any galvanic activity 
until something “really must be done” — and to his 
advisers in the Admiralty, War Office, and Foreign 
Office. The Government was beggared now of all 
slogans for the public soul. It was no use talking any 
more about their fidth in the League. The League 
had been badly battered, and had gone into dry dock 
for repairs, if possible. The Disarmament Conference 
had dragged along its weary way to death. No use 
reviving that, they thought, wrongly as I venture to 
think. 

Another menace, which seemed to them more 
dangerous than Italy, more powerful, filled them with 
alarm. Germany, under the Fiihrer, was breaking 
the clauses of the Versiilles Treaty. One by one they 
were being repudiated with a violence of unilateral 
action by the strange, inexplicable man who had 
attained a power in Germany greater than any of its 
Kings, md had almost assumed divine autibority over 
the German tribes. He was the author of Mein Kampjy 
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a book which does not exactly breathe out the spirit 
of peace. He was a hater of Commimists, Socialists, 
Pacifists, and Jews. His Nazi regime, his Bro^vn 
Shirts and Black Shirts, e3q>ressed to the outside 
world the bully creed. His concentration camps for 
Com munis ts, Socialists, Pacifists, and Jews were not 
places of conversion by loving-kindness. His friends, 
occupying the highest ofiBces in the State, did not 
inspire confidence in the other nations as men of high 
morality or hi^ intelligence. 

Some of the new leaders in Germany under alle- 
giance to Hitler, to whom they rendered almost 
divine honours, were obsessed by fentastic ideas 
which seemed to non-German minds mad and false, 
and very dangerous to European civilisation. All their 
talk about the “Aryan Race” was mad and false. Some 
of them wanted to revive a faith in the old German 
gods and the pagan spirit. 

It was a kind of woolly Wagnerism applied to 
modem life. They exalted physical straigfh, instinct, 
force a^dnst intellectualism and all the code of 
European culture derived firjm the Christian faith and 
the Renaissance. The old tribal law of Germany, the 
old tribal worship of the Hero, and the Chief, was 
recalled and centred in the person of Adolf Hitler. 
The SE^re^icct of all minorities, the merging of all 
pmti^ aato a Totalitarian State under one rtder, one 
disci|dine, and one dbedience, seeoEied an oiUr^ to 
English and Erench tain^ vriao hold fiut t» the limits 
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of free criticism and free speech. That was verbotea 
in Germany under Hitler’s rule. A rigid censorship 
of the press, the radio, the cinema, the theatre, the 
publishing houses, and every form of education and 
expression, cut off the German people from com- 
munication of thought with other minds. The 
Swastika became a symbol of oppression, brutality, 
and intolerance to all Communists, Socialists, 
Liberals and Intellectuals in countries calling them- 
selves democratic. The state of Germany before the 
coming of Hitler, desperately divided into armed 
camps and ripe for bloody revolution, was ignored. 

The German people were being drilled intensively. 
They were being subjected to an intensive propa^da 
which blared into their ears, and into their minds, 
ceaselessly, under the direction of that human talking 
machine Herr Goebbels. 

Worse still, to the outside world, German youth 
seemed to like it! They did not resist this discipline. 
They gloried in it. 

Visitors to Germany were impressed by the 
physical splendour of German youth, by those endless 
parades of young men and boys under the banners of 
the Swastika. They were impressed — and frightened. 
What would happen if one day Hitler — ^that fanatic, 
that bam-stormer, that apostle of hatred against Jews 
and Commimists and Pacifists and Intellectuals, 
touched a button on his desk and ordered the 
mobilisation of these young legions? They were ready 
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to die for him. They had sworn to do so if he called 
to them. They were, it seemed, in a state of exalta- 
tion, eager for self-sacrifice. Those were reasons why 
Gennany under Hitler was regarded with fear by 
peoples beyond her frontiers. That fear grew into an 
obsession. It obsessed the French mind. It has taken 
possession of many English minds, especially on the 
Left of political thought. The New Germany has 
become the Big Bogey of Europe, to many minds in 
England and to nearly all its newspapers who find it 
very frightful and, morning after morning, noake the 
flesh of their readers creep. 

The intensive rearmament of Germany, especially 
in the air, was revealed most fully at a time when the 
League had broken down, and when international law 
had become a mockery even in the minds of those 
who had had most hope in its ultimate authority. 
Hitler was denounced as one of the law-breakers 
when he repudiated the Treaty of Versailles by re- 
arming, and (he Treaty of Locarno by sending his 
troops into the demilitarised zone of the Rhineland. 
European correspondents of the American Press — an 
able body of men — ^watched all this vrith pessimistic 
eyes and reported that war was imminent in Europe. 
For the past two years they have expected the explo- 
sion to happen. Some of them are surprised — not 
without cause — ^that it hasn’t happened yet. 

“When is this war going to break out?” asked 
American people of a feend of mine named Curtis 
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Brovra a few months ago. They were staggered when 
he answered cheerfiiUy: “There ain’t going to be no 
war!” 

The English Press does not share his optimism. 
Eveiy day for the past two years many newspapers in 
this country have kept their readers’ nerves on edge. 
Every crisis becomes to them a new direat of a world 
war. Every analysis of the world situation leads tbem 
to the conclusion that war is coining nearer. Their 
correspondents in many countries emphasise these 
constantly arriving dangers. Politicians repeat dolor- 
ously that the international situation is “deteriorating.” 

It deteriorated very intensively when tire Spanish 
Civil War aroused passionate emotion on the Left and 
Right of all political groups. Spam became the Tom 
Tiddler’s Ground into which half a dozen nations 
poured aeroplanes, tanks, all munitions of war, and 
volunteers, for a trial of strength between Democracy 
as it was called, and Fascism as it was called, though 
in that tragic arena of blood, and heroism, and 
murder, and mercilessness, on both sides — ^a disgrace 
to civilisation, an outrage a^inst all Christian chivalry 
— ^there were many parties and many groups — on both 
sides — ^which were neidier one nor the other. 

Labour and the Communists and the Left Wing 
intellectuals clamoured for intervention on the side 
of the Madrid government, though it might have led 
to an Euro|Kan war. The French and British govem- 
m^ts stood fest on non-inteivention with that peril 
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in their minds. The Non-Intervention Committee 
was a pantomime which served this purpose. 

Is it any wonder that in the early part of last year 
when England spoke behind closed doors, in old 
houses, in small flats, in college rooms, in little 
restaurants, in clubs, and in bed-sitting-rooms, there 
was a sense of fear that another war might happen and 
that we were drifting to a calamity which would be 
the death of civilisation and the ruin of the Western 
world? Since then there have been other alarms. 


S 

Who Wants War? 

A man spoke to me on the stairs of a London club, 
and we stood there for twenty-five minutes, I should 
say, while other members passed and said “Hullo!” or 
“How d’you do?” 

Twenty-odd years ago this man, who now has grey 
hair and ad-looking eyes because he is disgusted with 
the state of the world, was a young oflScer in a 
Scottidi regiment, and while he stood talking to me 
his mind went back to a day in 1914. That was after 
a melmcholy remark he had made because of the dark 
shadow which ■was on his mind. 

“We are all marching towards war,” he said. “Who 
can doubt it? There’s no ill-feeling against the 
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Germans. They have no ill-feeling against us. But -we 
are being draped into a state of things which can only 
lead to another conflict. Democracy has no power 
over its own fete, there is no such thing as Democracy. 
It’s at the mercy of those on top.” 

It was then that his memory went back to a day in 
1914, at Christmas time, when there was a truce 
between the lines, and his men and the Germans went 
out into No Man’s Land to bury their dead, and 
started talking to each other. It lasted for tlaree days, 
that truce. 

“Do you want to go on fighting?” asked this 
Scottish ofiicer to one of the German soldiers. 

He answered with the title of an English song; 

“Home, Sweet Home! That’s all I want.” 

They all wanted that, on both sides. If it had been 
left to them, they would have stopped killing each 
other. They had no enmity at all. They hated the 
war. They could see no sense in it. It was the men 
on top who were going on with the war. 

“This rearmament of ours,” said my firiend who used 
to be a Liberal M.P., “is a sign that we have surren- 
dered the League of Nations ideal. Now the govern- 
ment is in the hands of the Armament firms, and 
Labour is supporting rearmament because it creates 
work and wages — until the slump comes, or the 
explosion. We missed the boat when there W£a a 
chance of getting a general limitation in arms. I 
sometimes think it would have been better if the 
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supporters of the League had not been non-party. Ail 
parties gave it lip-service as a beautiful ideal about 
which no one really bothered.” 

“Why not accept Hitler’s offer of a Western Pact?” 
I asked. “Isn’t that the first step to peace in Europe? 
With Germany in the League again ” 

He didn’t agree. He thought it would be playing 
Germany’s game. Britain and France would be kept 
quiet while Germany made all plans to attack Russia. 

“But what evidence have we,” I asked, “that Ger- 
many intends to attack Russia? And why should 
Western Europe be laid in ruin because of our sensi- 
tive regard for the most sinister government on earth 
which is that of Stalin, and his executioners? Why 
not get on to friendly terms with Germany, and bring 
her back into the League, or, at least, as a good 
neighbom? We can influence the Germans much 
more by friendship than by hostility. After making 
a Western Pact we could do something about the 
Eastern frontier.” 

He hated Fascism. He had no frith in Hitler’s 
sincerity. But he groaned over the bill of costs for 
British rearmament and its enormous folly, as he 
thought it. 

“Think of what all that money would mean in social 
services and productive plans! We could create a 
paradise. Now I despair.” 

There were othera like him in every part of 
England, and Scotland, and Wales. 
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One optimist took tea with me, a charming man 
whom I meet at the Council table of the Charing 
Cross Hospital. 

“I wish you wotild write an article,” he suggested, 
“about the point of view of the younger crowd in 
every country, showing that none of them want war. 
It would be a great service, and I am stire you could 
get a lot of material from different countries. It’s 
only the Elder Statesmen who have got this war 
complex.” 

I made a few mental reservations. It was true that- 
even the young Nazis of Germany don’t want another 
war. But they would march with the exaltation of 
self-sacrifice if Hitler called them. What about the 
young Italians? 

And yet I believe he is right — ^this distinguished 
little lawyer. Sir John Stewart-Wallace by name — 
whose heart flows with the milk of human kindness 
and whose eyes reveal a schoolboy humour, in spite 
of his dusty law books and his legal dryness. The 
young people of Europe are not panting for poison 
or eagerly awaiting the sig^ for their own 
blinding, and maiming, and agony of death. It seems 
to them no cheerful prospect. 
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6 

An Exhibition of Modem Culture 

1 dropped into an exhibition arranged for public 
edification by the municipal authorities of Kensington, 
where once I used to live. 

Now, when I walk through Kensington Gardens, 
I think of those peaceful days of my young manhood 
when I used to play with a small boy on the coast of 
that Sea of Adventure — the Round Pond — where 
thousands of small boys have watched their craft go 
out on distant voyages from which, on days of dead 
calm, they never came back. Those small boys grew 
up just in time, some of them, for a world war in 
which they were wanted and, they too, so many of 
them, never came back. 

Those ghost memories were in my head whoa I 
went thrcmgh Kensington Gardens on the vtay to this 
exhibition at the Town Hall. It was an Anti-Gas 
exhibition to teach the people of Kensington what 
best to do in their homes if another war should come 
— its warnings seemed to surest that there was con- 
siderable likelihood of its coming — when enony air- 
craft would drop bombs filled with poisonous gases 
to blind, choke, and kill the population of LoiKion. 

By taking the advice kindly provided by the 
Home offike and passed on to the mimicipality of 

%* 
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Kensington it was suggested that precautions against 
this uncomfortable possibility should be taken in 
advance — to-day or to-morrow, if possible — and that 
by a few little gadgets, bits of stick, brown paper, 
glue-pots and the glazed paper on cigarette boxes, or 
chocolate boxes, Kensington families might avoid all 
disagreeable consequences of mustard gas or other 
varieties of poison vapour. 

There was a little crowd in the exhibition including 
old gentlemen of Kensington who were very much 
interested in this show, and seemed to approve of its 
purpose thoroughly — ^“the nation wants waking up!” 
said one of them — ^and a number of ladies from 
Kensington Gore, Holland Street, and Campden Hill 
(I guessed) who seemed to accept this chamber of 
horrors as complacently as they would go roimd 
Harrods to see the latest fashions. 

“Most interesting!” ... “It seems to me very 
necessary.” . . . “Now, isn’t that a good idea?” . . . 
“So simple too ! Really, I think we must do something 
about it.” 

There were rooms of small size, representing bath- 
room and bedrooms, converted into anti-gas cham- 
bers. Bits of stick had been tacked on to the doorways 
and round the windows. Wet blankets, or cloth of 
scxme fibrous stuff, made anti-gas curtains. The very 
latest types of gas mask suitable for Kensington ladies 
were exhibited on the tables. Lists of articles to be 
kept in a ^-proof chamber before an expected, or 
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unexpected, air raid were printed on big cards. They 
included domestic and sanitary utensils, a screen, 
drinking water, biscuits, toys for the children, playing 
cards for the grown-ups, and other items which might 
agreeably pass the time while the enemy was dropping 
bombs. It was really all very charming, to those 
whose minds work that way. 

In charge of the exhibit were some young women 
in Red Cross uniforms. I ventured to speak to one. 

“Don’t you think it might be better to prevent a 
war rather than go in for this kind of thing?” 

“Excellent idea!” she answered brightly. “How are 
you going to do it?” 

“Doesn’t this seem to you a surrender of reason?” 
I asked this good-looking girl with very steady eyes 
which looked frankly into mine. 

“An acceptance of war, do you mean?” she asked. 

“Yes. That’s how it seems to me.” 

“Tliere’s only one kind of defence, really,” she told 
me, looking over her shoulder as diough she might be 
overheard, “that’s by retalwtion. I suppose if we’re 
strong enough to retaliate we shan’t be attacked. 
Isn’t that the best hope?” 

“What’s the good of all this nonsense?” I asked. 
“Do you honestly think it’s any good at all?” 

She was very honest, 

“It nright save a few. That’s better than saving 
none.” 

I wanted to have further conversation with her. 
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She reminded me of a girl I had known before the war, 
and in the war, a very brave young woman named 
Dorothy Feilding who had helped the wounded l)dng 
on Belgian battlefields quite regardless of her own 
danger. This Red Cross girl would do the same kind 
of thing , I thought, in the streets of London if this 
horror came. She would try to save a few babies firom 
being killed by poison gas, before her own body 
became mangled by high explosives which hostile 
aircraft would also drop. But I could see that she 
was getting bored with me, as she had every reason 
to be. She wasn’t there to answer questions by a 
stem-looking inquisitor. 

So this, I thought, as I wandered roimd alone, is 
what we are coming tol What a beautiful revelation 
of the civilisation we have reached in this year of 
grace! What a lovely introduction to life for young 
children who are to be instructed on the wearing of 
gas masks, instead of reading fairy tales, and who are 
to be told that in a year or two they may have to take 
their dolls into a blanketed room to escape from a 
poisonous breath creeping through the streets, while 
millions, who are unprepared, choke to death, or are 
burnt and blistered! There will be the crash of heavy 
bombs, destroying many houses, and burying their 
inhabitants under their ruins. There will be incen- 
diary bombs, dear children, making bonfires in the 
sky and roasting thousands of people in their flames. 
You see, darling, the nasty Germans want their 
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colonies back, but if you are very good, and wear your 
gas masks nicely, and play in those comfy little rooms 
with their cracks pasted up, our dear Lord will look 
after you, and possibly let you remain alive and see the 
ruins afterwards. Won’t that be nice? 

Great God! I thought, going round that exhibition 
in Kensington. So tbds is the best that mankind is 
doing with its intelligence! This is the latest exhibi- 
tion of our Brave New World! Without any poison 
gas, I felt poisoned. 

And a few days later I read a report about these 
Home Office recommendations for air-raid precau- 
tions. It was by a number of scientists at Cambridge 
and was published in a small book entitled Protection 
oj the Public from Aerial Attack^ published by Gollancz. 

The experimenters, who included two women, 
converted four rooms — shop basement, villa dining- 
room, council house sitting-room, modem bathroom, 
— ^into gas-proof rooms according to the official 
handbook. 

They found that gas penetrated bricks and plaster, 
cracks covered with brown paper and miished paper, 
blocked-in jSreplaces and sealed doors. 

In one room gas, which outside would kill in two 
and a half minutes, would kill inside within ten. 

Into the bathroom — ^with steel-fiamed windows, 
tiled walls, concrete floor — ^gas would penetrate and 
kill within four hours. 

Then they tested incendiary bombs — classified as a 
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greater danger than gas or high explosives — and found 
that the sand-spreadhig advised was useless. 

Welding thermit, a comparatively mild incendiary 
compound, defied all such efforts, burned under 
water, through metal, through sand, through floors. 

“If we take a specimen raid of nine bombers, each 
carrying a thousand small bombs, nine thousand could 
be (hropped on an area of two square miles. 

“AUovdng that in an urban area only a fifth of these 
cause fires, that means 1,800 fires. The danger of 
fires spreading over several blocks of buildings, 
making the centre of the conflagration quite un- 
approachable by fire bri^des, is obvious. 

“On hearing the warning people will rush to their 
gas-proof rooms, and then when incendiary bombs set 
fire to the upper parts of their dwellings they will 
either run out and be caught by the gas or stay inside 
and be roasted alive. 

“This is how they would act if they follow the 
instructions of the Home Office.” 

Gas masks tested were found useless against 
mustard gas and “lewisite.” 

Protection for tiny children is shown to be im- 
possible, and the report pictures children sealed up in 
containers screaming themselves into fits, with the 
mother trying to pump air to several at once. 

Would fathers and mothers protect themselves and 
watch their children suffocate? they ask. 

The full absurdity of all this is shown by a criticism 
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of the Home Ofl&ce advice: “Set aside a room in your 
house.” 

In England and Wales, say the scientists, 1,910,000 
people are living already under overcrowded con- 
ditions. Another 6 ,js$,ooo would be overcrowded 
if they attempted to carry out the advice. 

So 8,669,000 would find a gas-proof room 
impossible. 

As for evacuating big cities by train — a few bombs 
on the termini would stop traffic for days. 

We had better concentrate on stopping that next 
war if possible, for if it comes retaliation is no 
protection. 



vn. THOSE WHO WEAR WINGS 


I 

One oj Out Air Pilots 

I WENT to tea at a house in London where I am 
always sure of a friendly welcome and pleasant 
people round about the table. 

It is like a country mansion with big rooms and big 
open fireplaces where, in winter, logs are burning. 
In summer the sun — ^if there is any sun — ^streams 
through the casement windows, and tiere is a garden 
behind the house with a lawn smooth and large 
enough for croquet, which the mistress of the house 
is pleased to play with her friends. Birds sing in the 
bushes. Once, I swear, I heard a nightingale, though 
if one has listening ears one hears very faintly the 
murmur of London traffic. It is fifteen minutes by 
taxi from Oxford Circus. 

At that tea-table round which we sat in a homely 
way — ^there were some nice hot cakes thereon — ^I 
noticed two young men whom I had met before. 
They were, as I knew, “those who mount with wings 
as eagles.” That is to say, they were pilots in the 
Royal Air Force. 

136 
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There were some women at the table and laughter 
touched our talk. It was all very pleasant and very 
comfortable. This, I thought, is what civilisation 
means at its best, a pleasant room, a cheerful company 
round a tea-table, conversation which is merry and 
open-minded. One would not have to put a guard 
upon one’s tongue, as one has to in some countries 
nowadays, or be afiaid to express one’s ideas on any 
subject which comes into one’s mind. This was 
Liberty Hall. England itself is still Liberty Hall where 
one’s mind is free. 

One of the flying men sitting on my right picked up 
some phrase of mine. I have forgotten what it was, 
but I have an idea it was something about a recent 
visit I had paid to Germany. 

“I suppose you know we’re living in a fool’s para- 
dise?” he asked, with a queer ironical smile. “This 
country is in considerable danger, and nobody seems 
to know, and nobody cares a damn!” 

He said something like that and there was an in- 
tensity in his voice which startled me, and a look in his 
eyes which I could not misinterpret. It was the look 
of a man who has something desperate on his mind. 

“Don’t you pay the slightest attention to him,” said 
my hostess. “He has been trying to fiighten me. If 
I believed a word of it I shouldn’t be able to sleep a 
wink.” 

“No, no!” said the young airman, laughing good- 
naturedly, but a little uneasily, perhaps. "I’m not a 
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scaremonger. But I hate eyewash and a false sense of 
security.” 

“Have another toasted bun,” said the lady. 

He had another toasted bun. The conversation 
went roimd die table in a light-hearted way. But I 
knew that the boy on my right was seething with 
something he knew and didn’t like. 

After tea four of us — all men — ^went into another 
room where there was another fire. They were the 
two young flying men and my host and myself. Three 
of us lit cigarettes. 

“Did you see anything of what they were doing in 
the air in Germany?” asked the young pilot who had 
been on my right at the tea-table and now was in a 
deep annchair with his legs outstretched. 

I hadn’t seen much of a technical kind. But I had 
spent a little time at the Flughaven near Berlin, where 
there was great activity in civil aviation. Big aero- 
planes, holding many passengers, had come in from 
different countries, keeping to a time-table with the 
regularity of railway trains. I had been impressed by 
the German genius for organisation. They were 
getting ahead of us altogether in the civil side of 
flying. . . . 

And I remembered a journey I had made through 
Germany when I had been startled by the tremendous 
propaganda which was being given to this develop- 
ment of aviation. At the entrance to small villages 
I had seen banners stretched across the roads. 
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ii/t Up Your Ejes. 

Our Future is in the Air. 

Help German Aviation. 

In Berlin and other cities young German aviators 
had shaken collection boxes under the noses of the 
crowds. It was a kind of good-natured blackmail. 
Everybody had to pay tribute, however small. I 
remembered talking to a German woman in the 
market place at Stuttgart. She had told me frankly 
that she was afraid sometimes of all this intensive 
effort to put machines into the sky. 

The flying man threw away his cigarette and spoke 
quietly, but with a kind of restrained passion. 

“Germany has developed her air force beyond all 
our calculations. She’s doing it with an efficiency and 
organising power beyond the limited imagination of 
our people. Meanwhile our so-caUed statesmen and 
politicians hand out blather and eyewash to the 
nation. I don’t know what you think about the 
international situation, but it seems to me ” 

At that time it was distinctly unpleasant. We were 
still at cross-purposes with Signor Mussolini. Our 
prestige had fallen to a low ebb. Germany had 
repudiated the Locarno Treaty. The Labour Party 
was becoming militarist. No, the international 
situation was not agreeable. 

The fl3dngman thought it abominable. The League 
of Nations had proved itself impotent, he said, in a 



140 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

major crisis. Collective security had failed in this 
Abyssinian aflFair which was its supreme test. 

“I’m not an alarmist,” he went on, “but I suppose 
you would agree that some damn silly accident might 
happen, some combination of bandits might make 
trouble, or war might be forced upon us to defend 
vital interests. Germany might be our enemy again. 
Do you agree to that possibility?” 

I hated to think so. It would be the end of every- 
thing which we jSnd good, or endurable. 

“If war happened,” said my flying friend, “it would 
come suddenly, perhaps without an ultimatum. 
German bombers would appear over London, flying 
high, at high speeds. Here before we knew they were 
coming!” 

He looked me in the eyes and said something which 
made me feel rather cold, although the fire was still 
burning on the big hearth. 

“We have no defence and no means of retaliation.” 

I couldn’t believe that and told him so. 

“What about our Expansion scheme? The White 
Paper! All this rearmament! Aren’t we vastly 
increasing our fighting force in the air?” 

The young airman laughed bitterly. 

“Official dope! The Expansion scheme is mainly 
on paper. It’s feked arithmetic, put out by the 
Air Ministry to keep the nation lulled to sleep 
and ignoiant of its appalling dangers. The higher 
control of the Air Force are tiie cause of all this mess. 
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and dieir main preoccupation at the moment is to 
cover their past failures and deficiencies. Their con- 
cealment of these facts can only be done by going on 
with concealment. Men who have failed in the past — 
blind to the technical and tactical problems of air- 
fighting — go fi'om important to more important posts, 
and this line of inefficiency continues without a break. 
Hopeless!” 

He looked across at the other aviator. 

“Am I exaggerating at all, do you think?” 

The other man shook his head. 

“The painfiil truth ! Every experienced pilot knows 
it perfectly well.” 

The boy who wanted to get these things off his 
chest was silent for a little while and then sat forward 
in his chair. 

“Germany has a pretty shrewd idea of what’s going 
on,” he said. “Do you think she won’t exploit her 
advantage one day? Then where shall we be, say, in 
two years’ time?” 

He uttered another alarming sentence. 

“Our Air Force can’t strike a blow of any kind at 
Germany from England. We haven’t a single bomber 
with the range that would carry it to Berlin and back 
working under war conditions. Somebody ought to 
tell the truth about all this. How can one sit tight 
and say nothing when we are risking the life of the 
nation?” 

The two air pilots went on talking. 
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A Grave Indictment 

It was a terrible indictment, which afterwards I 
heard from other sources of information. The situa- 
tion revealed that we at that time hadn’t the aircraft, 
equipment, or organisation, which would give us the 
power we should need in another war. There was an 
appalling dilution of skilled personnel by hastily 
trained learners. Our biggest bombers had a short 
range, and were so slow compared with aircraft 
possessed by other nations that they couldn’t hope to 
survive a long flight across hostile country, and did 
not possess the air endurance at any reasonable speed 
to permit of them operating from home bases into a 
country as far away as Germany. The increase of the 
Air Force was based on the production of machines of 
these old-fashioned, slow-going types of bombers. 

“If we have a war forced upon us in the next few 
yearn we shall be powerless to retaliate in the 
air." 

My host looked very grave, but kept extraordinarily 
silent. I wondered about all this. I could hardly 
believe it. Perhaps the man who did most of the 
talking was fanatical on some theory, or disgruntled 
for some personal reason, or obsessed by the fear of a 
German menace. There was no doubt in my mind 
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about the last point. He had no faith in German 
peace-mindedness. He gave them about two years — 
if that — ^before they strike. They were just playing 
for time, he thought. We should have to play for 
longer time than that, and even then we should be no 
match for Germany in the air, because all our policy 
was wrong, and under existing conditions of design 
and manufacture we should never catch up. 

All this must be taken with heavy discount, I 
thought. This flying man is exaggerating his case and 
not making allowance for the Government’s plan of 
development. Anyhow, Germany is not going to 
attack us. Hitler offers a Western pact. Why don’t 
we take it? The whole of the German people are 
deeply anxious for our friendship — I know that as a 
fact. In* my mind I was busy with this thought of 
German fidendliness. Supposing I was wrong? Sup- 
posing some new crisis happened in Europe which 
might cut across Germany’s vital interests or om^ and 
brought us to a clash? France and Russia. Spain. 
Austria. Czecho-Slovakia. There were many possi- 
bilities of danger, as I knew. Supposing the friendly 
feelings of the German people were suddenly switched 
oflF to anger? Supposing a little bell rang on Hitler’s 
desk one day, mobilising all his young braves? These 
questions stirred in my mind. Who could answer 
them with absolute certainty? 

I left the house where those two airmen had been 
talking, and had a sense of dark doubt. I didn’t 
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believe in piling up annaments as the way to peace. 
I was a League of Nations man. Ever since the war I 
had v?ritten little words on bits of paper with the 
simple purpose of revealing the stupidity, beyond 
even the horror of war, and working for a reconcilia- 
tion of nations and the re-establishment of civilised 
intelligence. Lately I had been on that Arms Com- 
mission with the hope in my head that it might help 
a little in checking the intensive competition in arma- 
ments by a general limitation under international 
control. It would be out of my mental frame to 
become a propagandist for more and better bombing 
aeroplanes. But the League system had broken down 
for a time. Collective security had failed. The 
Labour Party — ^utterly illogical — were breathing fire 
and blood against Fascist nations and, at the stme time 
discouraging recruiting and preparations for defence 
— or attack. Our Ministers were talking to Germany 
like schoolmasters to naughty boys. Italy had become 
hostile to us. Our Foreign Office was associating its 
policy with that of France, but France was linked too 
closely for her own safety, and ours, perhaps, with 
Russia. Something might “sl^.” The sticking plaster 
holding European peace together might break some- 
where. What then? What would happen to England 
if hostile bombers became active in our sky? What 
would happen to London and its nine million 
inhabitants? . . . What had that fellow said? 

“We have no means of defence. Our Air Force is 
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incapable of striking a blow against Germany from 
England.” 

“What’s the matter?” asked a friend of mine whom 
I met on the way home. “You look as if you had heard 
bad news. Worried about something?” 

“Worried about human stupidity,” I answered. 
“This planet is not governed by intelligence. We’re 
all going stark raving mad a^in.” 

He was very much amused. 

“We’ve never been sane,” he answered cheerfully. 


3 

There is No Defence 

I listened to a debate on defence in the House 
of Commons. Mr. Winston Churchill, the Right 
Honourable gentleman below the gangway, as they 
c^led him, sat making notes while Ae talk went cm. 
Presently he stood iq> and attacked the Government 
for delays in expanding the Air Force. The govern- 
ment programme and pledges, he said, had broken 
down completely. We had been promised parity with 
Germany by a certain date. We were not approaching 
such equality with Germany with its present air 
strength of i ,500 front-line machines. He deplored 
“the years that the locusts had eaten.” 

As I listened to this debate I looked down upon the 
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members of the House and the two front-line benches 
where ministers and ex-ministers sat in various atti- 
tudes of mild interest or mild boredom. The Govern- 
ment men and their supporters with few exceptions 
seemed satisfied with Sir Thomas Inskip’s report of 
progress. There was no sense of national danger 
sufficient to disturb their placidity of mind. They 
seemed to accept the inevitability of delay as though 
there were lots of time ahead, anyhow. Chmrchill’s 
portentous phrases were what they expected from 
him, but did not make them turn pale or hear from 
afar the noise of wings over Europe. Words I 
Political argument with — party bias. An interesting 
debate. . . . Who goes home? 

All this had only touched lightly upon the diffi- 
culties and delays in expanding our Air Force. But 
after that debate I came into possession of facts — ^they 
seemed to me reliable — ^which revealed the reasons 
why the young airman with whom I had taken tea one 
day had no touch of breeTy optimism but was gravely 
anxious. Those fects were given to me, I suppose, 
because I might have the power of the pen to stir up 
the nation to a sense of its xmprotectedness in the air 
and to bring pressure upon the Government to awake 
from its stupor. Those who were my informants 
acted, I am certain, from a high sense of duty to the 
nation and were ready to sacrifice their own careers 
that the truth might be known. The whole truth was 
not yet known, though some of it was exposed and 
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admitted in another debate of the House on January 
27th of last year. 

Sir Thomas Inskip acknowledged very firankly that 
the original plan calling for the provision of 7 1 new 
squadrons of twelve first-line aircraft in each squadron 
making 1 24 in ail, had broken down in the time-table. 
Only 87 squadrons had so far been formed, though he 
anticipated that 100 would be reached by the end of 
March of this year. The remaining 24, “or at least 20,* 
would be ready by July of this year. But not all of 
them would be real squadrons but only skeletons of 
one or more flight each, and Sir Thomas was not able 
to say that by that time they would be brought up to 
their full complement. 

Mr. Churchili urged that there was an enormous 
percentage of deficiency. If 124 squadrons were 
completed by March 31st it would still not give us 
parity with German strength at that date, nor anything 
like it. We had been solemnly promised that here 
should be parity. We had not got it. We had no 
right, he said, to assume that any quarrel would arise 
firom Germany, but that was not the basis on which we 
discussed those military matters. We should have no 
parity during the whole of 1937 and he doubted 
whether we should have it in the whole of 193 8. He 
again asserted the truth of the figure which he had 
given last November, that the German strength then 
was fifteen hundred front-line machines. It was, 
he thought, considerably more now. Actually the 
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Germans were believed to possess 15^0 formed squad- 
rons of twelve machines each. That ^ve the figure of 
1,800 front-line machines at the present time. 

The debate put many cards on the table which had 
been held back, but by no means all of them. Many 
of these had been placed before the Prime Minister in 
a secret report by Mr. Churchill, who found himself 
in the position of having a mass of information of an 
alarming character, as to lack of efficiency and fidlure 
in the very basis of planning and design which he could 
hardly publish to the world without the revelation of 
secrets which might encourage potential enemies. 

Curiously enough, I found myself in the same 
position. I had notes of a very technical and secret 
character which seemed to me too important to 
ignore, or hold in my own knowledge. They were a 
grave indictment of official complacency, official 
inefficiency, and of a most distressing state of things 
in the Royal Air Force, which would endanger the 
lives of our young pilots in time of peace, and lead to 
inevitable disaster should there be war. But I could 
not bring myself to publish them in the Press in a 
series of scare articles. I decided to put them into 
the hands of the man who had taken up this subject 
and made himself the spokesman of the case for a 
strong Air Force. That was Winston Churchill, who 
might care to have my notes, though I might be 
“carrying coals to Newcastle.” In his Secret Report 
he must have dealt with these facts, or some of them. 
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Meanwhile in many countries — Germany, France, 
Italy, Russia, Japan, the United States — ^there was at 
the beginning of that year a ceaseless endeavour to 
increase the numbers of fighting aircraft, their range, 
their speed, the bomb-carrying capacity, and the 
number of their trained pilots and crews. The Civil 
War in Spain had been a testing ground for some of 
these new types, and on a smaU scale — ^though very 
terrible to the manhood, womanhood, and childhood 
in Spain — ^their power of destruction had been 
revealed. Man, who after long ages has mastered the 
secret of flight and given himself wings — ^“they mount 
with wings as eagles” — ^by which he is capable of 
rising very high not only into the blue but into new 
adventures of civilisation and splendour, is now 
terrified of this new power which he has created. 
For all this talk of ground defence against hostile air- 
craft is, I fear, mere dope to lull public terror. At 
the heights they go, at the speeds they go, there is no 
defence from the earth and very little in the sly. 
Over great cities enemy aircraft would find their 
way and drop their bombs. It would not be a 
decisive method of attack unless the morale of 
enormous populations densely crowded were over- 
come by mass panic and mass slaughter. That is 
doubtful. Man has inexhaustible reserves of endu- 
rance against all horror. He is incredibly brave when 
it comes to self-preservation and the last chance of 
survival. Men and women would dive into cellars as 
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in Spain, though many dead lay in the ruins. The 
survivors would crawl out to fight dieir invaders. 
War would go on; and whatever is meant by victory, 
when everything is ruined and much is dead, would 
go to those most able to stand the terror from the 
air with unbroken spirit. 

Led by Mr. Churchill there was a constant fire of 
criticism against the Government because of the slow 
and inefficient progress of our Air Force. In the early 
summer of the year, 1938, there was a change in the 
control of the Air Ministry and a new speeding up in 
production. Judged by the figures and facts (very 
variable) regarding Germany’s air armaments and 
organisation, we are still behindhand on the time- 
table which for new types of machines and essential 
gadgets covers a considerable period. To bridge that 
gap in our immediate production 400 machines have 
been ordered fi-om the United States and delivery of 
these, said Mr. Chamberlain on July 2nd last (1938), 
will shortly be beginning. 

Speaking generally of the Air Force, he said: 

•It is not possible for me to give details of the 
additions which have been made to it, but I can tell 
you they are impressive and both the number and 
quality of our fighter and bombing machines is 
becoming more formidable every day. There is no 
cessation of our efforts to increase our strength.” 



« 


vni. THE RED DREAM 


A Russian Fai^ Tale 


/k LTHOlIGH in England we are a lucky people 
L\ compared with many others, there are groups 
-^of men and women among us, some of them 
with high brows, and many with low, who dream 
Red. The highbrows — could name them — ^have a 
kind of religious reverence for an old ghost who in 
his lifetime, eighty years ago, masked himself behind 
a wealth of whiskers and wrote a book which has 
caused the death of millions by civil war, revolutions, 
murder, typhus, femine, and all brands of misery. 
The name of the hairy man was Karl Marx and the 
title of his book is Das Kapital, 

I once tried to read that book and found it very 
difficult and dreary. But other people who have 
actUciUy read it — ^most of those who worship at the 
shrine fof Karl Marx have not read it — t-bink it 
wonderful. Professor Laski, for instance, thinks it 
wonderful. I was dining opposite to him one night 
in a private party and he made a statement which 
astonished me. 





IJ2 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

“Before I studied Marx,® he said to me across the 
table, “I could get no real basis of political and 
economic philosophy, but I found his work extra- 
ordinarily stimulating, and it gave me for the first 
time a sense of optimism.” 

I confessed that my unsuccessful endeavour to 
master Das Kapital had left me with a sense of pro- 
found gloom. For as far as I understand the main 
thesis of the author, it is that human society is moving 
towards an inevitable class conflict, because under 
capitalism the poor were bound to get poorer, and 
the rich richer, until that immense gap caused a break 
of the whole system which would be followed by the 
dictatorsh^ of the proletariat. 

The old gentleman in the white whiskers and a 
Father Christmas beard was the apostle of the Class 
War. That doesn’t seem to me a cause for joy. Yet 
one has only to look around one’s own cmmtry, and 
others, to see that, apparently, his prophecy has not 
come true. Here in England that ^p between the 
classes is not widening, it seems, but closing. Taxa- 
tion gets after the big fortunes. The condition of the 
worl^g classes is enormously improved since the 
date of that book. Our great industrialists — or some 
of thon — ^have developed a social conscience. Never- 
theless Aose hi^ brows whose thoughts are coloured 
red still re^od Marxism as the gospel of economic fiiith. 

They have what seems to me a feiry tale in their 
minds. It is untouched by reality or by the cold 
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evidence of truth. It has its origin in Russia. Their 
imagination is haunted by Moscow. The Soviet 
system of life seems to them the goal towards which 
humanity must move to establish peace and happiness 
on earth. At the very name of Russia one sees a look 
of sdftness in their eyes as though they were Catholic 
mystics who see the Beatific Vision. 

I was struck by that one evening when I was invited 
to diimer by a charming friend of mine who “threw a 
party,” as they say in the United States, It was a “stag 
party.” Round die table sat fifteen yoimgish men, 
nearly all of them writers of books not ■without feme. 
I knew their names. I had read some of their books. 
I felt humble in their presence, for they were the 
daring lads — ^English and American — ^who are very 
advanced in their range of thought. 

Charming young men, I found them. One of them 
had just -written a book on Europe which was ha-ving 
a world-wide sale. Suddenly someone be^m taUdng 
about Russia, and, looking roirnd the table, I saw the 
eyes of these youngish intellectuals go soft, -with that 
peculiar light which comes from inward ecstasy. 
Russia! Ah, what a coimtry I It was making immense 
progress in industrialisation. It was beginning to lead 
the world in a-viation, and crowding the sky -with 
bombing aeroplanes. The Soviet system was, of 
course, the ultimate ideal of humanity. That fellow 
Stalin! What a brain! Fascism with its half--wit 
dictators would crumple up before the a^ult of 



1^4 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

Marxian idealism. Nothing could check democratic 
ideology in the long run. Russia was solving the 
economic problem. 

I did not intervene in this discussion. My know- 
ledge of Russia is becoming distant — as far back as the 
days when twenty-five million people were starving 
(four and a half million died on the Volga), when 
everyone in Russia was hungry, when millions were 
dying of typhus. Perhaps things had improved since 
then. Some of these young men had been recently to 
Moscow, as journalists. But as I listened to them I 
wondered why they seemed to believe in a Grimm 
fairy tale which leaves out the witches, the goblins, 
and the ogres. How did they account, I wondered, 
for those trials and executions of the old Bolshevik 
leaders? Did they believe in those confessions of 
guilt? If so, then those who made the Russian revo- 
lution — ^their former heroes — ^were gangsters and 
gunmen without moral sense. If they didn’t believe, 
then Stalin and the present rulers of Russia were 
murderers and torturers. 

Did they honestly think that the condition of the 
Russian people was higher than in this country where 
they sat at table talking freely? Did they believe that 
liberty was there — any kind of free thought or free 
speech? Did they stiU believe that there was equality 
of class and equality of reward? Had they not seen 
the well-dressed and well-fed Kommissars at the 
Mariinsky Theatre with their “bourgeoise’’-looking 
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women, and the Russian peasants, or labourers in the 
timber camps, not well dressed and not well fed, 
but miserable, and verminous, and hungry? Why this 
admiration for the mechanisation of Russian life — and 
the herding of peasants into collective forms, and the 
crowding of the sky with bombing aeroplanes, and 
the iron discipline of the ant-heap? ITiey used the 
words “Democracy” and “Dberty.” Had they really 
seen such things in Russia? Or had they dreamed a 
fairy tale? 

No doubt in Russia to-day there are milli ons of 
young people excited by the adventure of life and 
fairly pleased with it. The loud-speakers, blasting 
forth propaganda, persuade them that they are greatly 
privileged to live in such an enlightened State. There 
is intensive education to make them machine-minded 
and efficient — ^though they are nowhere near the 
standard of England, or Germany, or the United 
States. In railway stations and village halls they 
educate each other in elementary science, strictly 
censored, in elementary knowledge, strictly cen- 
sored, equal perhaps to that doled out to English 
students in night-classes since the foundation of 
Birkbeck College and free elementary education. All 
that is not too bad. It may lead somewhere, some 
time. But is there in Russia any sign of a more 
beautiful civilisation, nobler ideals, a more spiritual 
vision of life, than in this bourgeois England? I do not 
End that in such books as those by Maurice fhndus, 
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favourable to this system as he is. I find only descrip- 
tions of a dreary squalor in overcrowded houses, 
half-baked ideas of young fanatics, mean envies, 
jealousies, and ambitions, a low-grade type of life 
compared with which our unemployed eire lords of 
luxury. I do not find it in such a book as / Was a 
Soviet WoihsT by Andrew Smith, an American Com- 
munist who reveals that now, in 1937, there is still 
misery, filth, hunger, horrible vice, and horrible 
cruelty, in Soviet Russia. 


2 

Intellectual “Reds” 

At another party given by the same charming yoimg 
firiend of mine I sat opposite a man who is known 
throughout the English-speaking world as a fine 
scientist and thought-provoking brain. He dreams 
in Latin and is delirious in Greek. Presently he began 
to talk about Karl Marx, and the Russian revolution, 
and the creed of Communism. He seemed to see 
something fine and noble in what to others, like 
myself, appears to be a denial of intellectual liberty, 
and the tyranny of Terror. This scientist, by some 
trick of the brain, was able to ignore the agonies and 
cruelties which have gone to make this Russian ex- 
periment of a new social system, or to weigh them 
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lightly in the balance compared with agonies and 
cruelties inflicted on mankind by capitalism. He has 
persuaded himself that the results have justified all 
that suffering — ^results which appear in that low-grade 
civilisation now existing in Russia, that discipline of 
human ants, that tyranny of Cheka and Ogpu. 

What is the mystery, or the secret vision, which 
causes such a mind as this — ^it belongs to Professor 
Haldane — ^to worship at the shrine of Lenin and pay 
homage to Stalin, that man of steel and blood? Pro- 
fessor Haldane has the courage of his convictions. He 
went to Spain, risldng his own life to see how 
Spaniards kill each other. The B.B.C. gave him the 
air to tell us that always he would thank God that he 
was in Madrid on Christmas Day where he saw brave 
men fighting and dying in defence of Liberty. He said 
nothing of the morgue in Madrid where lay the corpses 
of men and women shot each day by murder gangs. 
He spoke no word of pity, no word of horror, no 
word condemning that passionate vendetta which on 
both sides has disgraced the chivalry of Spain. 

And yet Professor “Jack” Haldane has a fine brain, 
a ^y humour, and, I am certain, a kindly heart. 
Other brains not so high as his, but quite intelligent — 
our little intellectuals — are seeing Red and dreaming 
Red, though they have never read Karl Marx, nor 
walked across the Red Square below the Kremlin 
Walls. They do not seem to know that Communism 
has been abandoned, largely, in Soviet Russia, which 
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now has inequality of class and wages, recognises 
private property and the right of inheritance, and has 
established a corrupt and mean Bureaucracy above a 
mass in human bondage. 


3 

The Ardent Mind of Youth 

This Red dream touches the ardent mind of youth, 
here and there, in Universities, training colleges, and 
bed-sitting-rooms. Undergraduates of Oxford gather 
in St. Giles to hear Red stuff from London propa- 
gandists. A group of them formed their own Com- 
munist society called the October Club in honour 
of the Bolshevik Revolution in October 1917. Its 
membership was something under 300 when it was 
dissolved towards the end of 1935 and amalgamated 
with the University Labour Club. The Federation of 
Student Societies which covered Red activities among 
all the Universities has now been merged with the 
University Labour Federation. At Oxford and Cam- 
bridge there are ardent advocates of the United Front 
and passionate partisans of class war. 

One of them — the son of an old friend of mine — 
honoured my wife and myself with a visit, and was 
good enough to take tea with us. He is a very hand- 
some young man with dark dreamy eyes in which at 
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times there is a gentle srmle. A poet, one would say 
at first glance. But we didn’t talk of poetry that 
afternoon. We talked of something more dangerous 
even than poetry. We talked of Communism. 

He is a very intellectual yoimg man, and one of the 
leaders of the Extreme Left at Oxford. He and his 
sister, who vyas also up at Oxford for a time, are a 
remarkable pair in many ways. They have tramped 
about Europe sleeping in German youth hostels and 
Austrian guest-houses. They speak German. They 
seem to know quite a lot about the European 
situation from first-hand knowledge, gained in places 
where youth talks loudly. 

My wife and I gave the young man a fair innings and 
listened with amiable consideration. He did not 
believe in tolerance, he told us. Tolerance meant 
acquiescence in injustice — such as in the distressed 
areas — and the cruelties of the Capitalist system, 
which of course, he said, was beginning to break 
down everywhere. The yoimger people of his crowd 
looked forward to the end of all that by direct action, 
and the removal of the old dead-heads. Old age he 
thought had been too long in power. It wasn’t 
their fault, of course, but their minds were in- 
capable of moving forward and accepting any 
other system than the one into which they had 
been bom. 

“Everybody over tiie age of forty,” said this 
humane young man, “ought to be shot.” 
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My wife and I glanced at each other. We were, 
alas, over the age of forty. 

“Their minds are too rigid,” he explained gently. 
“One has to realise that nothing can be done in this 
coontry until that generation is safely dead. Then 
we can get busy, shaping things differently. Of course 
there will have to be a fight, anyhow. I am not one of 
those who believe that the system can be changed 
without bloodshed. Vested interests, the defenders 
of Capital, die Die-hard type of mind, the Fascist 
spirit, which is latent in snob minds, will have to be 
defeated — and they won’t surrender without a 
struggle. I shall live to see the day when the 
barricades are up in London streets. One has to take 
a risk for an ideal. We shall have to risk our lives for 
the sake of humanity and the future.” 

“Supposing,” said my wife very quietly, “that I 
happened to appear on the other side of your 
particular barricade? What would you do?” 

Our distinguished visitor — ^that charming young 
man — took another piece of cake and flicked a crumb 
from his knee. 

“I should shoot you,” he said, sadly but firmly. 

It was an interesting conversation. I wondered 
how many followers this young man had at Oxford. 
When I saw him ofif from the front door, after 
listening a considerable time to his critical attack 
upon the Capitalistic system and his intellectual 
argument for the creed of Communism — once or 
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twice I saw the litde flame of fenaticism in his dark 
eyes — apologised for being such an old-feshioned 
man as to disagree with him profoundly. 

“It’s quite all right,” he said in a kindly way. 
“You can’t help it. You’re one of the old Liberals, of 
course. You belong to that era.” 

1 belonged, in his mind, to the damned dead past. 


4 

Impatience of the Younger Mind 

These young intellectual Communists are not to be 
taken too seriously, althoi^h they are influencing 
other min ds, especially if they become school- 
masters and writers after college days. 

What is the lure to them in this creed which, in 
eveiy^ country where it woris, leads to civil strife, 
murder, and aU cruelties? Is it due to a twisted 
morality in their minds? Is it some subtle poison of 
the brain? I think that among the younger in- 
tellectuals it is due to generous instincts — hatred of 
injustice, pity for the imderdog, impatience with the 
slowness of social refonn xmder Parliamentery 
government, and disgust with the insincerities of the 
political ^me. 

That emotion of sympathy with the down-and- 
outs, or the populations of the distressed axeas, 

F* 
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overwhelms their judgment and their sense of 
proportion. Because half a million people or so in 
this country are living in poor social conditions — 
which are getting better — they see red, and are 
willing, and indeed, eager, to drag down forty-eight 
and a half million people to the same equality of 
squalor. Because Parliament is incapable of rapid 
action, and the Government twiddles its thumbs on 
the Front Bench while flagrant abuses cry out for 
redress, they ridicule the Parliamentary system and 
proclaim the blessings of Soviet rule and the need of 
revolutionary action. 

I can understand this impatience of the younger 
intellectuals. They went out to hear the stories of the 
Jarrow marchers and were angered. I don’t blame 
them, for Jarrow is not a pleasant story anyhow, and is 
no credit to a Conservative Government, which, 
year after year, has left the men of Jarrow without 
lifting a finger to give them a chance of work. They 
played into the hands of sinister interests who 
blocked the only scheme — a new steel works — 
which would bring back life to Palmer’s Yards. 
Even when the armament industry was in full blast 
with rush orders and arranged to lay down new steel 
works it was not at Jarrow but at Scunthorpe — ^an 
obscure place in Lincolnshire — ^that they proposed to 
put down plant. 

As the Mayor of Jarrow, in great indignation, 
wrote to The Times : 
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“The Government’s policy towards the Special 
Areas is a curious one. Surveys, Special Com- 
missioners, public work schemes are all to the good, 
but surely these should be mere preparation for the 
introduction of permanent industry. On the eve of 
the introduction of a Government Bill in Parliament 
to deal with Special Areas we read, only six months 
after the Jarrow scheme was turned down, of a new 
steel works in a small Lincolnshire town (which is not 
in a Special Area) which will employ between 2,000 
and 3,000 more men than are employed at the 
present time. 

“These men will presumably be expected to come 
from other centres, leaving behind them a waste of 
social capital and necessitating doubtless the building 
of houses, roads, schools for their children, and other 
public works, and the provision of public services 
which they leave behind, whence they came, to be 
wasted.” 

That kind of tiling makes men see red, even though 
the red dream is an illusion in its feiry tale, and here, 
if one tried to make it real, would lead to a river of 
blood and irredeemable ruin, more even than in 
Russia which is less finely balanced in its social 
mechanism and more firmly planted on the soil. 

Other voices call to the young intellectuals of our 
Universities, and to students in their bed-sitting- 
rooms where they look up from their books and hear 
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die murmur of life in the streets; or go to a window 
and look across the chimney-pots, and wonder at the 
mpianing and mystery of life which they have to face 
and try to understand. 

How is it, they ask, that there are so many 
anxieties pressing down on individual lives? There is 
no sense of security, no certainty of getting a job, 
even if an xmderpaid job. How can a man fulfil his life 
as nature intended? Where is his mate? How can he 
afford the luxury of love? He is shabby, overworked, 
unea^ in his mind, out of tune ■with life itself. 
Perhaps Marxism makes things easier, he thinks. In 
return for service to the Slate a man gets his food, 
clothes, amusements, and lodging. No nagging land- 
ladies demanding arrears for lod^gs. No class 
distinction of dress and snobbishness. No sense of 
insecurity. Free love, even if there is no free speech. 
A level of equality "with one’s fellows, ■without the 
damned injustice of prodigious wealth garnered into a 
few hands — ^the manipulators of money, the masters 
of machines, the Merchants of Death, the people ■with 
a pull, the ju^lers ■with bears and bulls, while the 
mass of the population live in dreary drudgery not 
sharing the fruits of their o^wn toil. This Capitalism? 
“Oh, God!” cries the young intellectual who doesn’t 
believe in a Deity but feels very moody on a Monday 
morning, or inflamed with intellectual fervour on a 
Saturday night after three cocktails in another 
fellow’s rooms. I can understand all that perfectly I 
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As a French writer has said: “A man who is not a 
Marxist at twenty has no heart. A man who fa a 
Marxist at forty has no head.” 


S 

A Young Man Thinh 

There fa another reason why the young intellectual 
has leanings towards the Marxian ideal. His people at 
home look alarmed when he talks about it. It 
amuses him to alarm them. 

His father is an instinctive Conservative and 
doesn’t want a damn thing changed. He even grouses 
about the new buildings in London with many 
windows between bars of steel. He hates ^ed and 
thinks there ought to be a twenty-mile-an-hour limit 
on the roads. He detests aviation, and says it is 
another menace to life. He still reads Charles 
Dickens, and Thackeray, and even — je gods! — ^John 
Galsworthy. It’s necessary, the young man thinks, 
to break up this Victorian mind, to ridicule the 
platitudes of this autocrat at the breakfast table, to 
show up the hypocrisies of ideas which the old bird 
thinks sacred, and the stuffiness of the code which he 
calls ‘playing the game.’ Youth has the natural right, 
he claims, of revolt against the opinions of the 
previous generation. At the mere word of 
Communism the family blows up. How good to let 
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in a little fresh air after that explosion ! Besides, how 
can one join the ranks of the intellectuals in Blooms- 
bury, or Battersea, or Hampstead Garden Suburb 
without a touch of Red? 

Then there is this menace of war. The young 
intelligentsia does not wish to he caught in some man- 
trap, and blown to bits by tempered steel because 
Mr. Stanley Baldwin says “our frontier is on the 
Rhine”; or because Mr. Eden is playing a gJime of jig- 
saw-puzzle with Mussolini on one side and M. Blum 
on the other; or because Herr Hitler has a grudge 
against Czecho-Slovakia — where is it on the map? — 
or because, having piled up a lot of armaments at 
great expense, it seems a pity not to use them with the 
blessing of the Bishop of London. 

What is the good, asks the younger mind, of read- 
ing, thinking, scheming out a good life, working for the 
love of a nice girl, getting interested in art or music, 
when, in a year or two. Fascist bullies, or Colonel 
Blimp, decides to have another world war — or some- 
thing slips by accident and makes the big explosion, 
to the astonishment perhaps of those who have been 
hoarding high explosives? That was the kind of 
question which caused a number of yoimg gentlemen 
at Oxford to proclaim in the Union: “We will not 
fight for King or Country.” What they really meant 
was : “We will not fight for profiteers or die to play a 
Foreign Office game.” 

The H. G. Wells young man — 1937 edition — ^reads 
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the Netrs Chronicle or the Dai^ Herald. Perhaps he 
goes up the Charing Cross Road, where there is a Red 
book-shop, and buys the Dailj Worker and Challenge 
and little pamphlets on Communism and Peace. 

Perhaps here is the clue, thinks Mr. Kipps, to 
international comradeship across all frontiers. The 
United Workers of the World. The Dictatorship of 
the Proletariat. The working classes don’t want war, 
he is sure of that. They don’t want to have their 
bowels tom out by high explosives for some war 
arranged by a competition for markets between 
capitalist nations. Perhaps the class war, he thinks, 
will have to happen first, before that union of 
democracies conducting their affairs by co-operation, 
and reason, and a sense of human brotherhood. The 
class war ! Not too pleasant if it happens, of course I 
Karl Marx said it was inevitable. Perhaps Fascism and 
Black Shirts would win first. What about Russia with 
its Red Army — the strongest in Europe — and its Red 
aeroplanes? The Red dream is rather confusing Just 
now. But young minds have their own sense of logic 
and jump the snags. 


6 

A Gruesome Show 

In London recently I went to see an Anti-Com- 
munist exhibition at Borland House in Regent Street. 



l68 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

It was a gruesome show, and not quite fidr to 
Russian development since the early days of the 
revolution. Here were ghastly photographs of the 
starving children such as I had seen on the Volga in 
1922. Here were the Anti-God posters with their 
flaming hatred of priests and their ridicule of Christ. 

Perhaps some of that has died down now. I was 
talking to a yoimg Russian who told me that all over 
Russia there is a return, among many groups, to 
primitive Christianity, and that many of these 
groups are in the Red Army itself. Human nature 
even in Russia, even after all that propa^inda, needs a 
religion, and a faith in immortality. Even the 
successor to Djeijinsky, Chief of the Ogpu, and a 
sadist in his love of cruelty, is aghast at the results of 
the breakii^ down of ftmily life, and the criminal 
tendencies of young Russians brought up without a 
moral code. ‘Back to the home’ is now a slogan in 
Russian villages encouraged by the Propaganda 
Bureau. The word has gone forth from Moscow to 
tolerate religion if it does not become political, so I 
am told. 

What interested me most in this exhibition was the 
portrait gallery of the revolutionary leaders in the 
time of I^nin. It looked like a rogues’ gallery. They 
had dreadful, almost inhuman, frees, some of these 
men. They were like masks out of which stared 
dead eyes. Perhaps the camera had not been 
flattering. Radek, the Editor of Pravda, now in a 
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prison cell, was very ugly, witii a fringe of reddish 
hair round his flat fece, but he had humorous eyes 
when I sat opposite to him in the Kremlin, and was 
not so frightfiil as his portrait here. 

This room in Regent Street was like a Chamber of 
Horrors, and was haunted by memories of Terror 
which have drenched Russia in blood for twenty 
years of recent history, unknown to the young 
intellectual who sees red, or passes it oflf with a shrug 
of the shoulders because of Czarist cruelties. It was, 
he thinks, an inevitable chapter of the Class War out 
of which will come a Brave New World. 

In that exhibition one saw nothing of tie new 
Russia with its industrialisation, its armies of young 
mechanics, its schools and laboratories. But even if 
all that had been shown I doubt whether life in the 
Soviet Republic would appeal to the working man in 
England if he had to live under its discipline, which is 
not exactly our idea of democratic liberty in a new 
paradise on earth. 

He would often be underfed. He would be 
spied on. He would live in filthy conditions with 
filthy food. He would see around him a mass of 
misery and the disease of vice even among young 
people. 
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7 

free Speech on Tower Hill 

A wet wind was blowing on Tower Hill, and 
scudding clouds seemed low over the old Tower 
itself. About a thousand men, I guessed, stood about 
in small crowds on this open place during the lunch 
hour. They were grouped round different orators, 
each of whom was competing for an audience by his 
special brand of political conviction. One man 
dominated the rest, standing higher than the others 
on a raised platform and shouting louder. He had the 
biggest crowd and I hadn’t been there two minutes 
before I knew that he stood for the Spanish Govern- 
ment of Caballero against Franco and his Fascist 
allies. He stood for the United Front, the Clenched 
Fist, and the right of free-born Englishmen to fight for 
Democracy in Spain or anywhere else. 

Before I bent my attention to his argument I had a 
moment ■with old ghosts. For I "was on ground once 
soaked with the blood of Englishmen who had died, 
by axe, or rope, or fire, for conscience’s sake, for 
freedom of faith, or for Aeir o'wn intolerant 
fenaticism. Over there in the Tower of London men 
had been racked and subjected to merry tortures for 
their religious opinions, or their political creed. 
Some of the noblest blood of England dripped on to 
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stones inside those walls — ^saints and martyrs, poets 
and scholars, great gentlemen like Sir Thomas More 
and Sir Walter Raleigh. In damp cells and dungeons 
behind those walls, lay rebels against the King’s 
command, great noblemen who had allegiance to the 
wrong Prince, women with white necks and weeping 
eyes, who went to the block when their time came 
because a king had tired of their beauty or found out 
their infidelities. Thumbscrews, and iron boots, and 
racks, had tortured human flesh in the ages of 
intolerance, before the Age of Reason — ^has it arrived? 
— and democratic liberty. 

In England we still have liberty. The orators on 
Tower Hill were by their words a proof of that. 
They could say almost anything, without the fear of a 
concentration camp or a Fascist prison. 

Two City policemen, big, beefy men, stood with 
their backs to a wall watching the crowd and the 
speakers but not listening. They were there in case 
of a row. They were not there to check the flow of 
eloquence, however fiery or foolish. They were 
chatting together about professional incidents, one of 
which seemed humorous and caused a laugh to pass 
between them. 

The crowd was made up mostly of City men, office- 
boys, packers, porters, warehousemen, and such-like. 
Where I stood on the edge of one group a sturdy 
middle-aged man, with a scarf instead of a collar 
roimd his neck, was eating monkey-nuts industriously. 
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and round him was a litter of empty shells. An old 
woman in the centre of the Hill was serving at a little 
chocolate stall and did good custom among spectacled 
office-boys who had come here in their luncheon hour 
for an intellectual feast while they munched a few 
biscuits and sucked those sticks of chocolate. 

The young man who had attracted the biggest 
audience was a tall, thin, muscular fellow, wiffi an 
Irish-looking face, gaunt and hollow-eyed, with a 
shock of dark hair through which almost every minute 
he thrust both his hands with outspread fingers, as 
though to let his thoughts escape more fireely from 
his hot head. He had a good voice which came from 
his stomach, as it should, instead of from his throat. 
His words rang across Tower Hill. 

“Gibraltar,” he shouted, “is the Achilles heel of the 
British Empire. Do our Tory die-hards imderstand 
when they back Franco and his Moors, and do 
nothing to check the flow of arms from all the black- 
guard bullies of the Fascist nations, they are playing 
into the hands of Hitler and Mussolini — ^those two 
ruffians — and that if Franco wins with their aid they 
will close the Mediterranean against British ships 
when it suits them to do so, cut off our lines of 
conamunication with Egypt and India, and make 
Gibraltar utterly useless as a naval base?” 

It seemed to me curious that a Communist, as I 
jessed him to be — certainly an orator of the United 
Front — should show such zeal for the British Empire 
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which in the past thiey have so often denounced for its 
“brutal Imperialism.” But his hatred of Fascism was 
so intense that he was willing to appeal even to the 
Imperialists to defend the Anarchists, Syndicalists and 
Marxists in Madrid. 

His voice rang out over the heads of the crowd. 

“We boast of our liberty, but is it not an outrage 
against liberty that Eden should ban any brave 
F-nglishTnan from going as a volunteer to Spain to 
fight, and if need be die, for those who are defending 
liberty in Europe? It is a unilateral action before the 
other powers ^ve agreed to do likewise. Eden has 
betrayed Democracy.” 

“What about shooting civil prisoners in Madrid?” 
asked a voice in the crowd. *18 that your idea of 
justice and liberty?” 

For a moment the orator high above his audience 
listened to this heckler in the crowd. He laughed 
scornfully. 

“This gentleman talks about the shooting of 
prisoners in Madrid. What about the shooting of 
unamed prisoners in Ba<kjoz by Franco’s murderers? 
And another thing! You all read the papers. You 
know I am not lying when I say that the first act of 
Caballero was to liberate thirty thousmd prisoners — 
from the ^lols of Madrid — Spaniards imprisoned for 
their political belief in liberty — Spanish working men 
and democrats. You read your papers, don’t you? 
Am I liar or am I telling the truth i" 
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“You’re a liar,” said a man in the crowd. 

There was a slight dispute on this point. It took 
the form of a heated conversation in the crowd 
itself. 

“He’s a liar,” said one of them. “He isn’t a liar,” 
said others. 

The orator thrust all his fingers through his dark 
hair and took a breather. 

“This Spanish Civil War,” he continued after that 
respite, “seems remote from England. It doesn’t 
seem to touch our interests. But it touches us all 
very closely — every one of us — ^because it is the 
beginning, the trial trip of that conflict which is 
going to be fought out in blood all over the world. 
It is a trial of strength between the Fascist powers and 
those who hold fast to Democracy and must one day 
fight for it. If Franco wins we shall all feel the 
results of that victory for tyranny. Our own 
liberties will next be challenged . . .” 

He spoke well, and interested this audience of City 
men, porters, packers, warehousemen, and casual 
labourers. 

I joined another group gathered round another 
orator. Several office-boys were listening to him 
with ^^les and goggle eyes. The man who was 
eating monkey-nuts was among his audience standing 
among the shells. Squarely in front of him stood a 
well-dressed man who looked like a City clerk from 
one of the outer suburbs, and he interrupted the 
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speaker frora time to time in a polite and argumenta- 
tive tone. 

At first I could not quite make out the drift of this 
speaker’s thesis. He was a Highland Scot, I should 
say, judging from his way of speech, and he had a lean 
face, with dark eyes and heavy eyebrows, 

“What about the love of a woman for a man,” he was 
saying as I drew near. “Oh, very romantic I And I 
don’t deny that there is such a thing. A woman will 
love a man — a man wdll love a woman — certainly. 
It’s human nature. It has happened in history. It 
happens now. Married or unmarried, it makes no 
difference to love or loyalty. But when they get 
married, what happens? The wife says, ‘I want 
another shilling out of your wages.’ The man says, 
‘I can’t afford it, old girl.’ She says, ‘You’ve got to 
afford it.’ That’s when love flies out of the window. 
Why do women marry? For security and a man’s 
wages. This marriage business is the caxise of man’s 
unhappiness, and woman’s.” 

“But your theory of companionate marriage,” said 
the man in the crowd, ‘Svhat happens to it in the case 
of a child coming?” 

I caught the drift of it now. That lean cavaderous 
fellow was an advocate of free love. 

“In any case,” he said, “there wouldn’t be a child. 

I wouldn’t take the risk of bringing a child into the 
world in its present state — ^with a war coming along 
pretty damn quick, and Capitalism arranging another 
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Massacre of the Innocents. No, sir ! there would be no 
oflFspring of a six months’ trial. I say ‘six months.’ In 
that time a man ought to know whether the woman 
suits him for keeps.” 

“But, Mr. Speaker,” said the man in the crowd 
earnestly, “accidents will happen, you know, in spite 
of your theory about rigid birth control.” 

“Wise people know how to deal with accidents,” 
said the speaker. “I’ll say no more about thatl My 
point is ” 

“But, Mr. Speaker,” said the City clerk — as I took 
him to be. “If everybody acted on your theory there 
would be no population at all. If nobody had 
children ” 

“Well, I haven’t made as many converts as all 
that!” answered the dark-eyed man, twisting his lean 
jaws to a fnghtful smile. “There will always be 
mugs. In any case ” 

He had a grudge against Capitalism. He seemed to 
think that the support of family life was one of the 
forms of ‘dope’ handed out by Capitalists to the 
starving proletariat to keep them enslaved. 

“Family life 1” he exclaimed scomfiiUy. “Now, I ask 
you to remember your own femily life. Was it a 
hea,venly state, or was it damned disagreeable' — a hell 
on earth — ^with family sqtuibbles and family rows, and 
fionily tyiaimies? What about the time when Ma is 
in one of her tantrums? What sdiout those days when 
Pa laid down the law about staying out late, or 
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bringing home one’s lassie? Family life? My God I” 

One of the office-boys sucking a stick of chocolate 
thought this extremely funny and giggled. He was 
enjoying his lunch-hour prodigiously. But I wondered 
if it were quite good for this lad to listen to a 
discussion on Birth Control by a man who was trying 
to undermine femily life on the Russian model. But 
there is firee speech on Tower Hill. 

I turned my steps towards another group. They 
were being addressed by a middle-aged man who 
belonged to some Anti-Socialist League. He was in 
the middle of a quarrel with four or five men very 
close below him. Their heckling had made him angiy. 

“I demand firee speech!” he shouted. “If you men 
come here you ought to give me a decent hearing. 
Tm trying to tell the truth. If you don’t want to hear 
it, others do.” 

“It isn’t the truth!” said one man below him. 
“You're a dirty liar.” 

“And you’re a supercilious fool,” retorted the 
speaker. “You have no manners. I don’t object to a 
reasonable amoimt of heckling, but I won’t stand for 
coarse abuse.” 

“You began the abuse,” said the man below him. 
“You called me a cad. Now you call me a fool. You 
ought not to be here. You’re just the paid agent of 
nudden ladies who are firightened of Democracy. It 
makes me sick to listen to you.” 

“Gentlemen!” said the speaker, ignoring these last 
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remarks and addressing the general audience. “On 
this Tower Hill there is the tradition of free speech on 
all sides. It is a valuable heritage. You see that it is 
denied to me and obstructed by those who mouth the 
word ‘liberty,’ and under that name try to spread the 
poisonous doctrine of Lenin and his Russian colleagues. 
The recent trials in Moscow have shovm the horrors 
of that regime, and ” 

“Keep Moscow out of it!” shouted a voice in the 
crowd. 


8 

The Communist Par^ oj Great Britain 

Is there any real danger in this Red stuff which is 
being given as food to babes by Mr. Harry Pollitt — 
that mild-mannered man who appeared before the 
Royal Commission in Arms — and his fellow-members 
of the Communist Party of Great Britain? Their own 
membership is something over 11,000, which isn’t 
much in a population of 49,000,000. But they and 
other “Red” bodies do a considerable amount of quiet 
propaganda, in fectories and arsenals and docltyards 
and barracks. It is partly, paid for by subsidies from 
the Russian members of the Third International 
called the Commtem. According to the Communist 
Party’s own reports in a leaflet quoted by the Anti- 
Socialist and Anti-Conununist Union, it received in 
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the first two years of its existence from outside 
sources £6i,j-oo, and from internal subscriptions 
£699. From the same source I quote another extract. 

Mr. Fenner Brockway, secretary of the In- 
dependent Labour Party — one of the bodies which 
has recently agreed to form a United Front with the 
Communist — ^wrote to The New Leader as follows: 

“The payment of subsidies to national Communist 
parties by the Comintern makes them the obedient 
instruments of the Russian Co m munist Party, which 
contributes predominantly to the Comintern Funds. 
Take the position of the British Commimist Party. 
Probably 70 per cent of its membership is un- 
employed. Yet the Party runs a daily newspaper and 
an elaborate monthly review, has a large staff of paid 
organisers, and conducts a planetary system of 
subsidiary organisations. Its subsidy from the Comin- 
tern must run into tens of thousands a year.” 

Vast numbers of the little leaflets distributed at 
factory and dockyard gates, in the distressed areas, 
and wherever trouble may be stirred up a^inst the 
existing order of things, must be a waste of paper, 
ink and Russian gold. 

The British working man, employed or unemployed, 
is very conservative in his allegiance to law, order 
and tradition. He hates the idea of Red Revolution, 
which he knows would make an awful mess. In his 



l8o ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

inarticulate way he is intensely patriotic and won’t 
stand for any “monkey stuff” about the King, or the 
Army, or the Empire. When the unemployed of 
Jarrow built a sports pavilion with funds provided by 
Sir John Jarvis and his friends they asked for a large 
Union Jack to wave from its flagstaff. Communist 
visitors in the distressed areas get short shrift from 
men standing unemployed round disused pit-heads. 
I marvel why they are not more rebellious. Is it lack 
of spirit, or lack of intelligence? I am inclined to 
think it is a shrewd common sense, and that humour 
which makes them laugh when a paid agitator screams 
wild words from a soap-box. “ ’Ere, come off itl* 
they say. “Go ’ome and wash behind your ears.” 
They are not tempted to use their sticks of furniture 
— ^paid for on the hire system — as barricades. They 
don’t thirst for rivers of blood. They trudge off to 
the Labour Exchange to get their “dole” and hope that 
things will take a turn for the better. They have 
turned a good deal lately and there are more wages to 
spend. There is even money to save, judging from the 
latest figures of the savings banks, which are astonish- 
ing. Our craftsmen and mechanics and ftctory 
hands are getting higher wages than in any country 
in Europe. Their standard of living is higher. 
They are not going to risk it in Red ruin. 

The Yoimg Communist League is recruiting boys 
and girls in the slum districts, where Simon Tappertit 
may still be found. “Up, and up, jmd up I” vmtes the 
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enthusiastic editor of Challenge. “Forty-five recruits 
this week ; by the end of January we shall have made at 
least 200 new members, in the first month of the year. 
Actually this is not so very good. I mention it 
because loo of our best comrades are out there — ^in 
Spain — ^battling for Democracy and the honour of our 
movement. They will be overjoyed to know that 
200 new ones have come forward to fill their places. 
Phil Gillan, who was seriously wounded in the 
University City section of Madrid and is now con- 
valescent, will have his recovery gready speeded up 
when he hears that while he hsis been away his branch 
has grown from 40 to 70 members.” 

These boys of the Young Communist League are 
being stuffed widi all the old slogans of Red Russia 
used by the revolutionary leaders who are now mosdy 
dead by orders of their comrade Stalin. Capitalism 
must be destroyed. Religion is the opium of the 
People. The workers must seize the means of 
production. The International Class War mtst over- 
throw the tyrannies of Imperialistic mitions. World 
revolution is the way to World Peace. Now they 
have new enemies, worse even than Vested Interests 
or the demon of Capitalism. They are Fascism and 
Nazidom. Hider, Mussolini, and, in his litde way. 
Sir Oswald Mosley — are recruiting agents for the 
Communist Party of Great Britain, especially perhaps 
among the Jewish population, who have their own 
cause for hatred. Sir Stafford Cripps, learned in the 
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law, knighted by the King, and Mr. Maxton of the 
Independent Labour Party, have many strange types 
among their followers— overgrown ofiSce-boys who 
listen to those orators on Tower Hill; under- 
nourished students who economise over lunch and 
wander up the Charing Cross Road to read a flaming 
page or two in the Red bookshops; dreamers of 
Utopias where all will be rich and all will be happy ; 
hollow-eyed shabby men with glib tongues and shifty 
eyes who get paid by agents of the Third International ; 
young Irishmen who remember Tom Paine and “The 
Rights of Man”; Jewish tailors who brood over the 
long story of persecution and pogroms; and youth 
with revolt in its mind or the inferiority complex 
which seeks revenge by way of Terror. There is also 
Professor Haldane. It’s all very interesting, but not, I 
think, alarming as a threat in this year of grace. But if 
another world war comes even England may have a 
Red peril. 

But the Red dream is still dreamed by those who 
believe in feiry tales. It gets into the minds of young 
fellows over here, not only in St. John’s College, 
Oxford, and some of the students at the London 
School of Economics, but down by the London Docks, 
in Bermondsey and Poplar, in Hoxton and Hounds- 
ditch. One hears its gospel preached on Tower Hill. 



IX. THE SOWERS OF DRAGONS’ TEETH 


I 

The Fatal fast 

I S it any good looking into past history — not long 
past — and retracing tiie fatal steps which, one by 
one, were trodden by our leaders as though they 
were blindfolded or sleep-walkers on the edge of a 
precipice? 

Our present leaders, who, in most cases, are oiir 
old leaders, resent any inquisition into events further 
back than yesterday. They say; “Let the dead past 
bury its dead. We have to act to-day. We ask you 
gentlemen of the House of Commons, and men and 
women of England, to pass that £1,5-00,000,000 for 
the defence of your lives and liberties, so kindly look 
pleasant about it and pay — ^pay — ^pay.” 

Shall we let them get away with it quite as easily as 
that? Isn’t it necessary to look back a moment or 
two to find out how it is that all the world is arming 
■with feverish and frantic haste, and that we are 
going to spend upon the instruments of war that 
vast sum of money which, if it had been raised for 
social purposes, for the nation’s well-being, health, and 
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beauty, would have been a great advance in civilisation ? 

One could go back profitably for one’s mind as far 
as the Treaty of Versailles, and those penalising 
clauses which were designed to keep a great and 
dynamic people in bondage to their enemies. There 
was no generosity of spirit which might have lifted 
humanity out of the ruins of that time, and created a 
comradeship and co-operation between those who 
had fought each other. 

We missed that chance. 

One could — and perhaps should — ^re-examine our- 
selves and indict our leaders — and those of France — 
for demanding from a defeated nation unspecified 
tribute called reparations, rising to astronomical 
figures which we knew, or should have known, 
could not be paid even by the richest nation on 
earth, which at that time was the United States, and 
never could be paid by Germany, exhausted and 
ruined after the war. 

We might do well to remind ourselves that out of 
the misery, humiliation, and despair into which 
Germany was thrust by these claims to reparations 
and the French invasion of the Ruhr — we had no 
share in that — ^Hitler arose. As I wrote years ago, 
Poincar4 was the fiither of Hitler. Our Foreign 
Office was the birthplace of General Goering. 

But all that is rather boring. It is always rather 
boring to look back at missed chances and wanderings 
down the wrong roads. 
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Let US look at more recent history. 

There was a Disarmament Conference in Geneva. 
Year after year it met to receive the reports of its 
committees and sub-committees and to talk about the 
limitation of arms down to a low level necessary for 
each nation’s self-defence. Germany at that time was 
disarmed. That is certain, in spite of a lot of 
nonsense talked and printed about concealment of 
arms and secret drilling of men. Germany was 
disarmed, unable to defend herself against any 
combined attack, without heavy artillery, tanks, 
military aircraft, or munitions of war, apart from 
machine-guns and rifles here and there. The League 
of Nations was under a moral obligation to arrange a 
general system of limitation in arms. It was possible 
to do so. In this country and others the people 
demanded with a passionate insistence that it should 
be done. 

It was not done. 

Year after year those dreary and false debates went 
on, about quantities and qualities, and every kind of 
technical argument designed to waste time and 
prevent progress. That play-actor Paul-Boncour was 
a past master at this game. And our own representa- 
tives at Geneva were equally obstructive and 
insincere. 

It was our representative. Lord Londonderry, who 
demanded reservations regarding aerial bombing 
when there seemed some chance of agreement to 
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prohibit that form of destruction. He has denied this, 
but his words stand on the record. 

It was our representative. Sir John Simon, who, 
when the Germans were still in the League of Nations 
and pressing for equality of arms on any low level 
which might be agreed upon — an equality promised 
to tbem before the whole world — ^stood up, and with 
a glance at the French delegates, annoimced tiiat tbe 
new regime in Germany tmder Adolf Hitler had so 
altered the situation that he proposed another period 
of probation for Germany — he su^ested eight years 
— ^before they would be allowed to have this equality 
in arms. 

The German representatives saw that all this was 
play-acting, without sincerity, and without any 
intention of granting actual equality in armed 
strength to the German nation. Germany left the 
League of Nations. Germany decided to rearm. 
Who can blame her, vsdthout hypocrisy, for that 
decision? 

We had missed another chance — ^the supreme 
chance at that time — of delivering the European 
peoples from their overwhelming burden of arma- 
ments and securing German co-operation in a 
system of law and collective secirrity which would 
have given some reasonable chance of peace to 
Europe. 
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2 

Hitler Offers Peace 

When Hitler became Chancellor and Fiihrer of the 
German Reich he spoke more as a statesman and less 
as a barn-stormer. He seemed to forget certain 
passages in his book Mein Karapf, though that was a 
“best-seller.” He made before the German people 
and the world several olfers of peace, in words which 
were unequivocal, emotional, and idealistic. He was 
called a liar in the world press. 

He ofiFered France friendship, saying that there was 
no further cause of quarrel between their two 
peoples. The French Press spat on his outstretched 
hand and increased their military strength. The 
British Press quoted the French Press. 

Hitler offered to make a Western Pact between 
Great Britain, France, Italy, and Germany, which 
would, he said, guarantee peace for a generation. It 
was not accepted. Russia was not included, and Mr. 
Litvinov was annoyed, as were all his friends in 
Prance and England. 

Hitler offered to limit the German army to 300,000 
men. France increased her defensive system, and 
ignored the offer. 

France made an alliance with Soviet Russia, 
denounced by the French Right as the most sinister 
Government in the world. It went beyond the 
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Covenant of the League in agreeing to instant action 
between them in case one of them were attacked. 
Germany regarded it as a new alliance against her, in 
line with the policy of encirclement — ^that old bogey 
which had led to 1914 — ^with French influence in 
Czecho-Slovakia, Jugo-SIavia, Roumania and Poland. 
The Franco-Soviet Pact, said the leader of Germany 
and his propagandists, was a violation of the Locarno 
Pact and a new situation of which they had to take 
notice. I think they were right. 

On March 7th, 1936, Hitler tore up the Treaty of 
Locarno by sending troops into the demilitarised 
zone of the Rhineland, so repudiating a clause in that 
treaty which, in the opinion of many people in 
England, should never have been there, unless France 
also had had a demilitarised zone. 

It was one of Hitler’s “surprises” which shocked the 
world and created more fear in Europe. Public 
opinion in France was deeply alarmed. The French 
Press screamed. Belgium was staggered and dis- 
mayed. In England there was official condemnation 
of this unilateral action and treaty-breaking, though 
public opinion was divided, and some even said: “The 
Rhineland is as German as Sussex is English. Why 
should Germany be deprived of sovereign rights over 
her ovm territory?” 

But when steel-helmeted soldiers with guns and 
transport were riding through Cologne, Hitler made 
another ofiFer of peace. 
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It was as follows : 


1 . The German Government declare themselves prepared 
to negotiate with France and BelgitnUyfor the establishment 
of a bilateral demilitarised zone, and to assent to other 
proposals with regard to the extent and e^ect of such a zone, 
under the stipulation of complete pari^^ 

2 . In order to restore the inviolabili^ and integri^ (f 
the frontiers of the West, the German Government propose 
the conclusion of a non-aggression pact between Germanj, 
France and Belgium, with a duration which th^ are 
prepared to fix at igjears. 

3 . The German Government desire to invite England and 
Italy to sign this trea^ as guarantor powers, 

4* The German Government are willing to include the 
Government of the Netherlands in this trea^ ^stem, should 
the Government cf the Netherlands desire, and the other 
trea^ powers approve, 

5 , For the further strengthening of these securi^ 
arrangements between the Western powers the German 
Government are prepared to conclude an Air Fact, which 
shall be designed, automatically and effective^, to prevent 
the danger of sudden attack from the air, 

6, The German Government repeat their offer to 
conclude with States bordering Germany' in the East non- 
aggression pacts similar to that concluded with Foland, 

7, With the achievement at last of Germaiy s equaliy 
of rights, and the restoration of sovereign^ over the whole 
territory of the German Reich, the German Government 
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regaid the chief leasonjor their withdrawal from the League 
of Nations as eliminated. Germar^ is therfore prepared 
to enter the League of Nations again. In so saving she 
expresses at the same time her expectation that, in the course 
of a reasonable space cf time, the problem of the colonial 
equally of rights, as well as of the separation of the League 
Covenant from the Versailles Trea^, will be clarified in the 
course offriendfy negotiations. 

These proposals were of vast importance to the 
peace of Europe. If they had been accepted and 
concluded there would to-day be no need for those 
desperate burdens of rearmament which are crushing 
down upon all our shoulders, and all our souls, 
because of their inherent menace of explosion at the 
end of the race. The conclusion of Hitler’s proposed 
Air Pact would have taken fear out of Europe — that 
most horrible fear of die bombing of great centres of 
population which has invaded the min^ of millions in 
England and other countries. Germany’s return to the 
League of Nations would have made possible a real 
system of Collective Security, which, without 
Germany, is an illusion and a menace. 

There is no word of Russia here. But Russia also 
would have been safeguarded by the conclusion of such 
non-a^essionfactsvrithStatesborderingon Germany. 
Russia is not on Germany’s border-line, and to get at 
Russia Germany woidd have to pass through States 
whose territory she was ready to declare inviolable. 
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The hostile critics of Germany said: “How can we 
rely upon any pact made by a nation which has 
violently repudiated those already made?” 

But is it impossible for us, or France, to understand 
the motives and the limit of Germany’s action in 
repudiating a treaty forced upon her by defeat, 
starvation and revolution? All that Hitler had done — 
and it was much — ^was to re^in for Germany 
sovereign rights over her own territory free from 
foreign control or interference and to stand equal 
vsith other powers. If we English folk had been 
defeated in the world war, deprived of our sovereign 
rights over our ovm land, and made subject to the 
dictates of foreign powers, or a hated Treaty, we 
too should have stru^led to release ourselves and 
re^dn our ancient liberties. We should have ac- 
claimed any leader who would have restored our 
pride and broken our bonds. We should have gloried 
in the patriotism of English youth who, after 
humiliation, bitterness, misery, and demoralisation, 
rallied up to the traditional spirit of England and said 
to all the world: “Our English soil is free. We have 
tom up our treaty of shame: We stand, as once we 
stood, independent and unafraid.” So would France 
have been glad of a leader and a spirit which would do 
such thin^ after defeat 'and bondage. Have we no 
imagmation, no touch of generosity, no sympathy 
with a nation which breaks its fetters? I dare to say 
tlat Hitler, in these acts, was heroic in his liberation 
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of the German folk from foreign control and 
inequality of justice. If we refuse to admit that in the 
case of Germany we are false to all our history and all 
our code of fair play. I think that our Statesmen, and 
French Statesmen, and our Press and the French 
Press, were stricken with blindness in not pursuing 
these proposals which offered Europe a new 
foundation of peace, and escape from the darkening 
shadows of another world war. 

To the man-in-the-street and the third-class rail- 
way carriage in England it seemed a pretty good offer. 
Instead of testing the sincerity of Hitler by accepting 
the principles of this peace proposal and inviting 
German delegates to a Council table, the German 
envoy — Herr von Ribbentrop — was put into the dock 
by the Council of the League at St. James’s Palace. 

I stood there listening at the open door of the room 
in which the Council of the League sat at a horseshoe 
table. Behind me was a long corridor hung vrith 
tapestries. The Eighth Hemy had given his fat hand 
to Aime Boleyn his “truly beloved” as oft he wrote to 
her, and led her down this passage to his banqueting 
room. The initials of that Royal pair are carved on 
the stone fireplace, not chipped off when Anne 
Boleyn’s head fell on the block and another lady took 
her place in the court of St. James’s. Long after- 
wards the second Charles with his hazard face and 
dark eyes had walked up this corridor and stood 
laii^hing with his pretty ladies at the door against 



THE SOWERS OF DRAGONS* TEETH 193 

which I leaned. The ghosts of English history 
crowded round me and I was more aware of them for 
a minute or two than I was of the Americans, Italians, 
Germans, Frenchmen, who stood close trying to get 
a glimpse into that room with the horseshoe table 
where the delegates of many nations sat in judgment. 
They condemned the action of Herr -Hitler in 
repudiating a treaty, freely signed, by unilateral 
action. The Belgian Minister spoke with deep 
emotion, as though the Belgian people were again 
threatened with invasion because German troops were 
on their frontier. Each speaker spoke solemnly and 
sternly of this violation of international law. Herr 
von Ribbentrop’s defence was ignored and dismissed. 
It was a painful time for Germany’s envoy. 

The verdict was inescapable. The German Govern- 
ment had broken the Treaty of Versailles in repu- 
diating a clause without discussion. It was — standing 
alone — another break-down of international law and 
another step to European anarchy. 

There was no mention of Hitler’s peace offer nor 
of his hope of rebuilding the structure of law now that 
he had regained the sovereign rights of Germany over 
all her territory. No one closed with that offer. 

Mr. Anthony Eden, acting with French advice — 
French politicians were hot with passion — addressed 
a Questionnaire to Germany. It was unfortunate 
in its tone to the Leader of a nation unwilling to be 
dealt with as a doubtful and disorderly character 
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whose word could not be relied on without 
guarantees. 

On January 30th of this year — ^four years after his 
appointment as Chancellor of Germany — Hitler 
addressed the Reichstag again, and the world again. 

In the course of his speech he announced that the 
Government would take over the control of the 
German railways and the Reichsbank as the final 
freeing of the State from the provisions of the Treaty 
of Versailles. 

“The Versailles Treaty is at an end,” he declared. 
“It took equality from our people and degraded us 
to an inferior status. German honour has been 
restored.” 

Then he made a promise which, if believed — and 
it was not believed — ^would relieve the fear of his 
neighbours, and remove the dark shadow which lies 
heavy over Europe. 

“With the achievement of equality the time of so- 
called ‘surprises’ is at an end. As a nation possessing 
equal rights Germany -will loyally co-operate in 
solving the problems preoccupying other nations.” 

Was he lying when he said that? I for one do not 
think so. 

He declared that it was quite out of the question to 
think dF a conflict with France, and he regarded her 
soil as sacred and inviolable, as he had given assurance 
to Holland and Belgium to regird their countries as 
inviolable territory. 
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Was he lying? I do not believe that. 

“I have jdready tried to bring about a good under- 
standing in Europe,” he said, “and I have, especially, 
to the British people and its Government given 
assurances of how ardently we wish a sincere and 
hearty co-operation with them.” 

Was that a lie? If so, he must be worse than 
Ananias. But I am convinced that he spoke with 
sincerity. 

Certainly he denounced Communism and deplored 
the fact that Mr. Eden, the Foreign Secretary of 
Great Britain, seemed to think that it was something 
in Moscow which did not re^rd the outside world. 

“For us,” he said, “it’s a plague against which 
we had to defend ourselves in a bloody stru^le. 
Bolshevist doctrine is one of world revolution and 
economic destruction.” 

In the past that was so — ^who can deny it? — though 
now Russia seems to be retaming to Capitalism. But 
Russia’s action in the Spanish civil war seems to show 
that they have not yet abandoned their support of 
revolution in other countries. 

That speech seemed benevolent in intention and in 
promise. Why not believe it? Why not put it to 
the test? Why not make use of German desire for 
our friendship, which not only Hitler proclaims but 
which is acknowledged by every traveller in Germany. 

Yet on the very evening of that speech, our B.B.C. 
was very quick to give a comment dictated, surely, by 
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some member of the Government or the Foreign 
Office. It was critical, contemptuous and hostile in 
tone. The French Press ignored the assurance that 
Hitler would respect the sacred inviolability of their 
soil. They wrote as though he had insulted them. 
Their comments were quoted by the B.B.C. 

Another chance of peace was lost. 

In Munich, on February 17th of this year, Hitler 
addressed a body of international ex-service men, and 
he spoke the following words on the very day when 
our House of Commons passed the Government’s 
vast rearmamait scheme, caused tmdoubtedly by their 
conviction that Germany might force another war on 
Europe; 

“A new war would have catastrophic consequences 
for all nations. Any disturbance of peace at home 
would endanger Germany’s reconstruction work, but 
a menace to external peace would utterly destroy 
Germany’s gigantic efforts for recovery. 

“The German people no longer entertain the 
slightest ill-feeling over the war. Nothing remains 
but great respect for our former opponents.” 

Is it wise to go on disbelieving the words of Hitler, 
when by believing them, we might get Germany to 
come in with us as the guarantors of peace ? 

What was the consequence of abandoning hope that 
Germany had peaceful intentions? 
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It was the aimoimcement on February i6th, 1937, 
by the issue of a White Paper, that the British 
Government would spend £1,5-00,000,000 in the 
next five years on rearmament. 

I moved about London that day in underground 
trains, in clubs, in the streets. Everywhere I over- 
heard those figures — Fifteen hundred millions I They 
would have to be paid for some time. One voice in 
the crowd came to me. 

“Who is the enemy? Who is going to attack us?” 

“Someone has gone mad,” said a young man over 
the luncheon table. 

“It’s a gesture against Hitler,” said an elderly man 
— & famous writer — ^who used to be a Radical, in his 
ardent youth and even in his mature middle age. 

“Of course it’s all the feult of the Pacifists,” said 
another writing man who has jumped to fame as a 
novelist. “We ought to have kept up our strength 
and kept Germany down. We ought to have taught 
Mussolini a lesson and cut the Suez Qinal.” 

I thought of that old story of the man who sowed 
dragons’ teeth which afterwards sprang up as armed 
men. Our Leaders were busy sowing dragons’ teeth 
as soon as the bugles sounded “Cease Fire!” to a 
world war. 
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3 

German Visitors 

On the evening of the day v»^hen the Government 
was speaking darkly of danger which forced upon 
them the painful duty of spending fifteen hundred 
million pounds on armaments — Germany was on 
their nainds though not on their lips — a number 
of English men and women, not without distinction, 
sat down at dinner in a London restaurant with a 
number of German men and women who were 
visitors or residents in England. 

Being in this company I tried to distinguish the 
Gennans from the English by the look of them. It 
wasn’t possible, I found. We are very much like each 
other as blood relations, to some extent, far back 
in history. I made my bow to the Gauntess von 
der Goltz and exchanged laughter with a meny lady 
named Frau von Dewall, whose eyes are always 

“Strange!” I thought. “Here we are quite friendly 
with each other. None of these Germans want to 
go to war with England. We don’t want to go to 
war with them, ^/^t’s it all about — ^this feverish 
rearming?” 

One of the Germans gave a little explanation of it 
as frir as his country was concerned. 
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“We’re a continental people,” he said, “with a 
frontier which needs a certain defence in an un- 
certain world. Our rearmament has no a^ressive 
intentions. It’s to preserve our independence. After 
all we have some rather powerful neighbours. Take 
Russia. How many times do you think Germany goes 
into Russia on the map? Five or six times, you may 
say. No, forty-five times I It makes us think. Batin 
any case our plan of rearmament is nearly finished. 
We don’t want to go on too long in that business. 
And it’s not in Berlin that has come a refusal for a 
general limitation of aims.” 

Another German told us about the way in which 
the Hitler regime had dealt with unemployment. 
Previous to 1933 when Hitler had come into power 
there were seven and a half million unemployed. To 
provide them •with the dole cost £73-0,000,000 a year. 
(I think his arithmetic must have gone astray here.) 
Pre-vious govemmente which changed their Cabinets 
every six months had utterly &fied to solve this 
human problem. They had borrowed fore^ money 
at high rates of interest and spent it on unproductive 
works. Massed populations in industrial areas had 
sunk deeper into misery and worklessness. They 
were seething -with Communism and revolt. The 
student classes were equally hopeless and workless 
when they were ready for business life. There were 
no jobs for them. Germany, with thirty-six political 
parties and five private armies, was ready for a 
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frightful revolution. So he told us, and it was true, 
as I know by my own knowledge of Germany at that 
time. 

Hitler and his Nazis had changed all that. They had 
put six and a half million men back into productive 
work — a small percentage only, said the German 
visitor, in eirmament Victories. They had made great 
roads which had increased die value of the adjoining 
land upon which semi-agricultural setdements had 
been built. They had drained marshes; and done 
good work in forestry; and created many new 
industries, not centred round the old industrial areas 
but distributed diroughout the country. Each man 
who had gone back to work had created work and 
wages for three other men, by increased demand for 
food, boots, clothes, and aU necessities of life. The 
national loans for this productive labour had already 
been profitable, Germany was paying its way and not 
plunging into the ruinous policy of inflation. 

All that sounded to me very much like a scheme 
once put forwardhy Lloyd George and turned down 
contemptuously by the National Government, as 
being fentastic in its conception and cost — ^though 
looking back on it, would have cost less than this 
present scheme of rearmament which will have 
nothing to show for itself in ihe end but masses 
of guns, shells, bombs, and other unpleasant- 
looking things unproductive of anything but death, 
if ever used. 
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At tiie head of the table was an Englishman by 
name of Lord Mount-Temple. 

He had a great admiration, it seemed, for the 
German Labour camps at which every young German 
spends six months learning an outdoor life, the use 
of the earth, and the value of God’s trees, and other 
things worth knowing. They were taught a pride in 
labour. Young fellows from one district of Germany 
were shifted to camps far away in other districts so 
that they learned to know their country and fellow- 
countrymen. 

“I would to God,” said this Englishman, “that we in 
this country had some system of training in outdoor 
life and labour, and some such spirit of team work 
for the State.” 

I confess my own mind thought of the gangs of 
young derelicts who get free food on the Embank- 
ment each night, and of young idlers on the dole who 
have no work to do and get demoralised. 

A yoimg woman, very easy on the eye, as the 
Americans say, by name of Peggy Boyle, sprang to her 
feet and praised the German interest in Eugenics. 
They were doing wonderful work, she said, eliminat- 
ing disease, and the mating of the unfit, and the type 
of mental degeneracy which filled our homes and 
asylums, 

A young man next to me passed a remark. 

“It’s very diflScuIt to get at the truth of things, 
isn’t it? Is Germany under-nourished? Have they a 
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lack of fets? One reads that in our newspapers.” 

“There’s no sign of food shortage,” I told him on 
good authority and my own observations. “German 
youth seems to me quite well nourished.” 

It was all very interesting. But the chief interest to 
me was this gathering of Ae Anglo-German Fellow- 
ship in frank and friendly conversation on the very 
day when our country was being burdened with an 
enormous debt for munitions of war to protect 
ourselves against the German Bogey, which afiGrights 
the mind of our statesmen, and gentlemen of the 
Labour Party, and many others. 

As the young man said on my left: 

“It’s very difficult to get at the truth of things, 
isn’t it?” 
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X. THE BOGEY OF EUROPE 

I 

The German ^ddle 

I S it any use pretending that Germany was not in 
the mind of our Government and its supporters 
when they demanded £1,^00,000,000 for re- 
armament? 

There was no pretence about that from the Left 
wing of Labour. 

“Labour regarded Nazism,” said Sir Stafford Cripps, 
that grim advocate of the Class War, “with all that 
it implied in aggressiveness, brutality, and the sup- 
pression of freedom, as Public Enemy No. i in the 
world to-day. Hiey had no quarrel with the peoples 
of Germany, and they would have no desire or need 
to create great armaments against tliem if they were 
convinced of the pacific intentions of their rulers. 
They did not believe in Herr Hitler’s protestations 
of peace.” 

Winston Churchill had made the flesh of his 
readers and listeners creep by the figures he produced 
out of his hat relating to Germany’s intmsive 
reanmment, and ly his lurid interpretations of 
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Germany’s a^essive spirit. Ramsay MacDonald was 
impatient wiA me when at a private luncheon one 
day I tried to put in a word for Germany in which I 
had been travelling. He knew all about Germany, 
it seemed. He had no illusions. Stanley Baldwin, 
Neville Chamberlain, the experts of the Foreign 
Office, seemed to be convinced that Germany was 
preparing for war in which we should be involved. 

So did friends of mine for whose intelligence I 
have enormous respect. Idealists like Julian Huxley, 
with whom I talked about this in a comtry lane, were 
shocked that I should seem to forget — ^though I didn’t 
forget — ^the persecution of Jews, the bully spirit of 
die Nazi creed, the brutalities of the concentration 
camps. When I expressed my belief in Hitler’s 
sincerity in his words of peace, and in the ardent wish 
of the whole German people to establish friendship 
with us, these friends shook their heads. 

“How can we be friends with a nation,” asked 
Julian Huxley, “which denies free speech, suppresses 
aU liberty of thought and culture, and behaves with 
such mean cruelty to their Jews and Pacifists?” 

“How can we be fidends with people,” asked an 
American friend of mine — ^he is the London corre- 
spondent of a great American journal — ^ho accept 
every concession as weakness, and when they are 
given something ask for something else? It’s like 
biiyir^ off the Danes. They will never be satisfied. 
How can you deal on terms of intelligence and reason 
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with people who deny intelligence and reason? The 
present generation in Germany is educated to believe 
that England is decadent, and that there’s a Jewish 
conspiracy to overthrow the world, and that instinct 
and brute force should take the place of the intel- 
lectual mind. How can you argue with people like 
that? Hitler is a madman. Goering is a moral 
degenerate. The Nazi philosophy of life is a challenge 
to Europe. Of course they want to make peace in the 
West — ^to keep England and France qmet while they 
attack Russia. . . . You Liberals have the idea that 
people can’t be so bad as they’re painted. You think 
that they can be converted by kindness. You can’t 
convert the beasts of the jimgle to a gentle Liberalism ! 
Hitler hasn’t withdrawn Mein KampJ” 

These arguments are difficult to dispute, especiaUy 
by people who believe, as I do, in free speech, and 
tolerance of thought, and who hate cruelty, and 
brutality. But what causes me a certain douht now 
and then in the sincerity, or the logic, of those who 
hate the Nazis is their admiration, or tolerance, of 
Russian G>mmunism and its leaders. Where is the 
logic which makes them believe there is more liberty 
and less cruelty in Russia than in Germany, more 
human happiness in Russia than in Germany? Don’t 
they know, the Left wing idealists, that tihe Gennan 
revolution under Hitler was bloodless compared with 
the streams of blood which ran in Russia, and that 
whereas a few scores were killed in the German 
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stru^le under the leadership of Hitler, millions 
perished under Lenin and Stalin? Do they, at this 
time of history, believe that die Soviet system is 
in fevour of Democracy, or diat the Russian people 
govern themselves? 

Are the German people hunted, miserable, 
oppressed and terrorised? A visit to any part of 
Germany will answer that question. It is true of the 
German Jews. They have a cause of terror. They 
are unhappy. Many of them have been brutally and 
meanly treated. I have a deep sense of pity for those 
who were good citizens, good Germans, and people of 
talent and culture — though not all of them were that. 

But amoi^ the German people as a whole it is 
ludicrously untrue to say ^t they are oppressed 
or terrorised. The younger generation, passionately 
devoted to sport and the outdoor life, with mar- 
vellous opportunities in both those forms of pleasure, 
are remarkably cheerful. They go about singing in 
crowds and laughing in crowds. They are hedthy 
and bright-eyed and very pleased with themselves. 
There seems to me more happiness in Germany 
among the younger people than in England. There is 
certainly more happiness in Germany than in France, 
which is anxious, strained, and dejected. 

We do not like many things about the Nazi regime. 
Perhaps there are many tilings which they don’t 
life about, let us say, French corruption or British 
self-complacency. But it is impossible to say truly 
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that Hitler rules his people by terror. Most of them 
adore him. He has given them work and wages, 
self-pride again, unity, a sense of hopefolness in the 
future, and a belief in the spirit of duty and service. 
Those are not negligible gifts, though political liberty 
is not among them, and though the propaganda of 
Herr Goebbels is very, very boring to all intelligent 
Germans, of whom there are many. 

It seems to me foolish — senseless indeed — ^that the 
hatred of our Left wing for Fascism and Nazism is so 
intense that they are ready, and almost eager, to wage 
war against it in the name of “Collective Security,” or 
for the defence of “Democracy,” including Anarchy, 
Syndicalism, Communism, and Sadism. 

Is it not because of this hatred of Hitler and 
his colleagues that the Labour Party supported oiu- 
Government’s programme of colossal rearmament? 

I can hardly think otherwise. For I see creeping 
even into England that religious ftnaticism which is 
tending to divide the world into two rival creeds — 
called “Ideologies” in the new jargon. On one side 
are the believers m Marxism and the Dictatorship 
of the Proletariat — ^which means the dictatorship of 
fanatics who will wade through the blood of the 
bourgeoisie — ^to which most of them belong — for the 
sake of their creed; and on the other side Ae Fascist 
minds who deride the old Liberalism and desire to 
enforce a common discipline and the suppression of 
all minorities. 
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But there is something more important than our 
dislike of Fascism in Germany. It is our dislike of 
another World War. 

That German Bogey — ^is it so frightful in its menace 
of war that we should burden ourselves with a 
terrible incubus of debt and munitions and go forth 
to slay it? 

A few weeks before writing these words I talked 
with a German Jew who took tea with me in my club. 
Being a Jew and an intellectual he has no love for 
the Nazis. He complained that life in Germany was 
intolerable to him. He is afraid even to go to the 
theatre lest any careless word of criticism should be 
overheard by another play-goer who, seeing that he 
was a Jew, might make things very unpleasant for 
him. He feels intellectually isolated, as though living 
on a desert island. 

“Culture,” he says, “has departed from Germany.” 

He caimot talk freely or discuss philosophical ideas. 
He has no sense of security. At any moment he may 
find himself forced out of business. From such a man 
— a Gennan Jew — one does not hear views fiivourable 
to the Nazi regime. 

“Do you think Germany is preparing for an 
aggressive war?” I asked him. 

“No,” he answered. “Those people want to impress 
the world, but they don’t want to fight it. All this 
marching and drilling in Gennany is to keep the 
people from thinking, and to keep Aem excited with 
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a sense of doing something, even if it’s only moving 
about. Everybody in Germany — all the young people 
— ^are kept moving about, and flag-waging. If once 
they sat still and began to diink it might be dangerous ! 
As a matter of feet, Germany can’t fight an aggressive 
war. Where are her allies! Italy? ’^^o trusts Italy? 
No, much as I detest fellows like Goering I don’t 
believe they have any idea of making war.” 

I thought that was interesting and important firom 
a German Jew, of high intellectual distinction. 


2 

Who Wants War? 

At a luncheon party I met a tall, handsome 
charmingly maimered man, who was Baron Marschall 
von Bieberstein. He regretted something I had 
written about Germany in one of my novels. 

“Your last chapter,” he said, “was on (be wrong 
note, if I may say so! I wish you had written it in 
a more optimistic tone. For instance, it would 
have been good if you could have ended with the 
description of a scene which I saw recently in 
London. It was a meeting of front-line fighters of 
Germany and England — ^the veterans of the last war. 
We sat at table with each other. We were the men 
who had fought each other twenty-odd years ago. 
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There was no sense of hostility or restraint. We were 
conscious of our comradeship. There was a wonder- 
ful ^irit at tihe table. I was deeply moved, and 
prayed to God that never again in history may our 
two peoples fight each other.” 

He spoke with emotion and, I am certain, vsdth 
utter sincerity. 

We tend to believe over here in England that the 
whole of the German people are in a mental slavery 
under the Na2l regime ; and that the ideas of Aryanism 
and Paganism, and the denial of intellectuality and 
reason, and the exaltation of brute force and instinct, 
preached by some of the extreme men like Streicher 
and von Schirach, penetrate the German mind and 
make them incapable of thought or reason. That 
is not one’s impression in Germany. The German 
people as a whole retain their character, dieir indi- 
viduality, their private right of criticism, in spite 
of press censorship and propaganda. 

The students in all the Iloiversities — eighty per 
cent of them, I am told — are critical of the Brown 
Shirt leaders whom they regard as Jacks-in-office, 
working for self-interest. 

There is one man I know who has a very close and 
contimious knowledge of German life in all its 
aspects and classes. He belongs to the Society of 
Friends and for fifteen years or so has been working 
quietly among the Germans, in Berlin and other parts 
of Germany, speaking on behalf of political prisoners. 
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befriending die poor, i^ing bis influence for peace 
wherever possible. Now and again he has got into 
trouble. 

The Blackshirt police have arrested him and 
accused him of being a Communist. On his denial 
of this they have made another accusation. 

“At least you must confess that you are a Pacifist!” 
am a lover of peace,” he had answered. “That 
is my creed as a Quaker.” 

That seemed to starde them. 

“Well,” said their spokesman, “we are all that, of 
course! We are aU lovers of peace. But not Pacifists ! 
Everybody must be ready to defend his own country. 
Otherwise he is a coward or a traitor.” 

They shook hands with him very politely and let 
him go. 

“How do you sfre it all tq)F I asked after an 
interesting conversation. “Is there any truth in this 
German Bogey which frightens so many peoples?” 

“Germany do^n’t want war,” he answered. 

“Not even with Russia?” 

“They don’t want to attack Russia. But they’re 
afraid of Russian influence in Germany — Conamunist 
propaganda. Over here we are inclined to pooh-pooh 
the danger of Communism in Germany. People 
think Hitler is using it only as a scarecrow to frighten 
his own folk and to keep up discipline. But there’s 
real fear of Communism in Germany. No doubt a 
good deal of it has gone to ground, but there it is 
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seething underneath. We mustn’t forget that 
Germany had a hard struggle with Co mmun ism, and 
but for the coming of Hitler it might have gone Red 
and had an orgy of blood. The Germans themselves 
don’t forget that, and they are quite honest in 
re^rding Russia as a tremendous menace against 
which they have to protect themselves.” 

He spoke for some time of what Hitler had done 
for the economic life of Germany and its restoration 
to self-pride. 

“A great deal has actually been done for the un- 
employed, and there’s something very fine in the 
abolition of class consciousness in the Labour camps. 
The young people have been inspired to believe in 
the dignity of work, and in the nobility of service, 
however humble it may be. The craftsman and the 
peasant have an equality of pride with the ‘white- 
collar man.’ ” 

•^s there any criticism of the r6gime?” 

My Quaker firiend laughed. 

“Plenty! Many of the yoimger men want less 
Nationalism and more Socialism. But there is no 
criticism of Hitler, whose sincerity and will for the 
well-being of the German people are imquestioned 
by them.” 

“What about their feelings towards England?” 

“There’s a general admiration of Englan d — a wish 
for clcser fidendship. I’ve found that everywhere, 
even among the leaders of the old Stahlhelm. Rather 
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an amtising remark was made to me the other day by 
an important man, ‘We ought to hate England,’ he 
said, ‘but we can’t, and don’t!’ As a matter of feet, 
though it sounds silly to say so, Germany wants to 
be loved — especially by England! They have been 
so long ostracised, and attacked, and surroimded by 
hostile critics and open enemies. If only somebody 
would love them!” 

“Sometimes they make it difficult!” I said. “This 
Jew-baiting puts people’s backs up here, more than 
anything. If only they would drop that!” 

“Tall^g about war again,” said my friend, the 
Quaker, “I feel convinced I’m right — ^though not 
perhaps loo per cent! — ^when I say that Germany 
as a whole dreads the idea of another war. But the 
younger people get depressed about it sometimes. 
They talk about Fate — Das Sdiicksal — as thou^ some 
mystical power might force them into war against 
their will. One finds articles against vrar in the most 
unexpected places, certainly not intended for outside 
propaganda.” 

Words of peace are spoken by Germans who cannot 
be accused of throwing dust into the eyes of the 
world for sinister and dreadful purposes. 

In the State Opera House of Berlin, on February 
22nd of last year, at a great demonstration in honour 
of the old German Army, Field-Marshal von Blombeig, 
War Minister of the new Nazi Germany, spoke under 
feded war flags carried by regiments in the world war. 
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agednst a background formed by a monstrous iron 
cross whidi commemorated the valour of two million 
German dead. 

“Forget hate I” said General Blomberg. “Show that 
you are worthy of these sacrifices. Do all in your 
power to prevent war happening again. Thus do we 
interpret ^e call which comes to us firom those graves 
of the world war.” 

Words like that come firom Germany again and 
again — and I believe them. I believe that our 
politicians have made a false Bogey with which to 
fiighten the British folk, and that the enormous 
burden of armaments which has been imposed upon 
this country, is dangerous, unnecessary, and ruinous. 

It is acknowledged by all our travellers to Germany, 
as I have said, that the German people — ^whatever 
their leaders may be saying or thInkiTig — ^are firiendly 
to us. But is there any fidendliness in Germany for 
the French people ; or any in France for their former 
enemies? 

Judging firom the French Press one would not 
imagine that there could be one Frenchman willing to 
believe in Germany’s offer of firiendship. But here is 
an account by a French ex-soldier — Gabriel Dufour— 
of a visit paid by himself and some of his comrades to 
dwse people JKaross the Rhine. 

“From the time of our first welcome-^ — ^with 
tonchii^ cordiality, at the Strasbourg bridge-head — 
my (xmirades and I were the subject of enthusiastic 
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demonstrations throughout our stay. At Baden- 
Baden, Wildbad, Heidelberg, Esslingen, Freiburg, and 
Stuttgart, we were received by a firiendly, joyous, and 
even exuberant population. Let us make some notes 
from the speeches of our German hosts: 

“ ‘We soldiers of the war generation have always 
felt a profound admiration for the French. We will 
not allow certain people to push us once more into 
a catastrophe of which we should again be victims. 
What could be the advantage of such a killing? We 
have understood that not hatred, but mutual esteem, 
was the honour of the soldiers of the trenches. 
French comrades, please say that on this side of the 
Rhine there lives a people which loves peace, fethers 
and mothers devoted to their children, for whom 
their hope is that they should not know the horrors 
of war. We pray to God to give us strength to carry 
through this task to the end.’ 

“At Stut^art the members of the ex-soldiers* 
organisations had been asked to offer hospitaHfy in 
their homes to the French comrades. On the evening 
of our arrival the applicants waiting to claim their 
Frenchmen were numerous. There were only forty- 
four of us. How could everybody be satisfied? It was 
impossible. It was touching, but true, that I saw 
German people going away alone with tears in their 
eyes. As we left Stuttgart a crowd surrounded our 
motor-cars and showed its enthusiasm by shouting 
over and over a^in: ‘Vive la France!’ 
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“Some of our Great Patriots call this childishness, 
comedy, good enough for fools. . . . Well, I don’t. 
I am firmly convinced that if these people are right 
these demonstrations could only take place by a 
monstrous collective hypocrisy. These German 
people seemed to me sincere, retaining, like us, a 
horror of the war they had been through. In our 
journeys of hundreds of kilometres, making contacts 
with German people in town and country, with 
intellectuals, workmen, and peasants, my comrades 
and I gained the impression ^t Germany sincerely 
desires peace.” 

These friendly greetings between ex-enemies are, 
alas, no guarantee of peace, becarxse the common folk 
are at die mercy of rulers who play a game of jig-saw 
puzzle in the diplomatic world, and the people have 
no control over their own destiny. Their opinions 
and feeling fidl to find expression in a sinister Press, 
which is utterly insincere, and deliberate in its policy 
of inflaming hatred and passion. How can the peoples 
of Europe, wishing peace, escape the doom which 
they feel drawing them all to war? 


3 

A German View oj War 

It is enormously important to us, and all other 
peoples, that we should get a real understanding of 
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the German mind, at its best and at its worst, in its 
attitude towards war and peace. Many are afraid that 
words spoken in favour of peace by Hitler or his 
lieutenants may be for propaganda purposes, or for 
the hiding of sinister ambitions. It is therefore 
extraordinarily interesting to read something, which 
no one could suggest was written for outside propa- 
ganda, revealing the inmost convictions of the inner 
circle of Nazi chiefs. Such a revelation appeared, on 
January 14th of last year 1937, in a paper called Das 
Schwaize Corps — ^the Black Corps. It is the organ of 
the S.S., or Schutzstaffel (Defence Staff), who are 
the Blackshirts under Himmler, the personal guards 
of Adolf Hitler, and the quintessence of the party 
organisation. The title of the article is “Our Opinion 
About War.” 

In this screed one may find the clearest statement 
of the National Socialist philosophy about war, 
written without camouflage for party consumption; 
and it contains at the begoining phrases and ideas 
which might be quoted to prove that Germany 
glorifies the war spirit. But if one reads fiirther one 
gets a different point of view. 

“For eternal peace,” it begins, “perfect harmony 
is needed in the heart of the individual. That is 
Utopian. Human hearts will remain restless. This 
restlessness of the mdividual will affect whole peoples. 
There will be further wars.” 

The nobler aspects of war are enumerated; 

K 
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comradeship, grandeur of contact with danger and 
death, courage. 

Then there is reference to the cheap illusions about 
war in the yoxmger mind: playing with danger, the 
highwayman touch, the liberation of animal and half- 
animal instincts ; in short, all that used to be described 
by the expression “Frisch-frohlicher Krieg” — the 
merry ^me of war. 

“Any soldier who went through the last war,” says 
the writer in Das Scbwarze Corps, “will tell you that 
there is no more unholy expression than that. We all 
want to raise the cultural level of the world. As it is 
raised the inclination to war is reduced. This is not 
decadence, for soldierly virtues can also be developed 
in times when there is no war. There will always be 
struggle in the world ; but it need not be a struggle of 
men against men. There is enough without Aat to 
claim the devotion of unnumbered hosts of the finest 
men. The attempt to abolish war may be ascribed 
to the feet that with increasing culture men attain 
gradually to harmony, without, however, being able 
to reach it completely in measurable time.” 

“If you ask any old soldier” (this article continues), 
“he will tell you; No. I do not love war. The 
soldier does not love war, though he does his duty, 
and will always do it, should it come. The soldier 
loves life, perhaps even more than all those who have 
never ^en, or suffered fixmi wax themselves. All of 
IK — Germans, Irench, English, Italicms, and whoever 
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else took part in the war — ^are still too much under 
its shattering spell to take the thought of it lightly — 
an attitude ^t has often been the cause of so much 
evil in the past. 

“We Germans have, thank God, stru^led through 
to our own standpoint ; one that would have seemed 
almost dishonourable before the war: not to praise 
war as the most beautifol thing in the world. We 
shall never take part in war out of the desire for war. 
The soldier does not love war . . . The soldier does 
not love war . . . And he will not infect, nor edu- 
cate, the younger generation, who have not yet seen 
it, with love for war. 

“That he has often promised himself and others. 
Those tens of thousands of soldiers — English, French, 
and German — also promised this, as recently they did 
at Douaumont, when they swore to work for peace.” 

The writer reverts to the thought that war may be 
enforced by Fate and that if this Fate commanded 
again the soldier would again do his duty. 

“Yet the soldier will try to keep peace. He wiE 
continue to say; ‘Peace above all!’ though he recog- 
nises the justification of that old phrase. Si vis pacem, 
para helium. For the rest, let us hope, and desire, and 
work, that harmony in the individual heart through- 
out the whole world may grow, to the end that, at 
last, the world may obtain eternal peace.” 

“Does the soldier love war? All, aE of us soldiers 
of the nations, do not love it.” 
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That article might have been written by General 
Sir Ian Hamilton, who knows war and loves peace. 
It might have been written by General Smuts, who 
hates war and loves peace. It appeared in the organ 
of the S.S. — ^who are Hitler’s Body Guards, and 
Himmler’s Blackshirts! It seems to me remarkable. 
No word of it reached any French or English 
newspaper. 


4 

The German Claim to Colonies 

The chance of good relationship between Germany 
and Great Britain has not been made easier by the 
German demand for the return of her lost colonies. 
It is rather the tone in which that has been made than 
the question itself — difficult as it is — ^wMch has 
aroused the anger of those who regard Germany as 
our potential enemy. In a speech by General Goering 
on October 26th, 1936, he said, harshly, that German 
colonies had been “stolen” from her. This was 
repeated by that glib-tongued man, Herr Goebbels. 
The Fuhrer, himself, in his book Mein Kampfy repu- 
diated the d^ire for the possession of African colonies, 
but has now made their return a matter of national 
urgency and prestige. 

In He rimes and other papers there has been a 
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considerable amount of correspondence on this sub- 
ject, and many leaders of opinion in this country, like 
Lord Noel Buxton, Lord David Cecil, and Lord Allen 
of Hurtwood, have expressed sympathy with the 
German claims on the score of justice, goodvsoll, and 
appeasement, as well as for economic reasons, giving 
Germany access to raw materials. On the other hand, 
many writers have criticised and challenged the 
reasons given by Germans themselves for the return 
of their old colonial possessions. 

The argument of Dr. Schacht, the German Minister 
of Economics, and President of the Reichsbank, is 
that colonies are indispensable to Germany because 
from them she would obtain the raw materials that 
she needs. Fats could be supplied from what were 
previously German colonies; rubber could be culti- 
vated in what was German East Africa and the 
Cameroons; wool, cotton, flax, hemp, and jute were 
actually foimd in the German colonies, and metals 
and minerals were, no doubt, to be found there. 

This argument is countered by the criticism that 
only a small part of the world’s raw materials are 
produced by colonial territories. Most of them come 
from Europe, the United States and Asia. Africa 
accounts for only 3.7 per cent. Were Germany to 
recover her former colonies they would not secure 
for her a supply of such vital raw materials as copper, 
petrol, cotton, wool, or iron. 

It is argued by Germans that the greater part of 



222 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

trade in mandated territories goes to the Mandatory 
Power. But as a matter of fact it does not work out 
like that, and a very considerable part of the trade 
of the former German colonies is still witih Germany. 
The Cameroons take jo per cent of their imports 
from Germany and send her 8o per cent of their 
ejqjorts. In Tanganyika German trade in 1933-1936 
amounted to over two million pounds sterling in 
exports £uid imports. 

Germany’s popular cry that she needs these 
colonies for the surplus population is made rather 
ridiculous by tihe small numbers — 20,000 or so — ^who 
settled in these lands previous to the war. 

Nevertheless Germany wants them back, and there 
is incessant propganda stimulating the national 
grievance on this account. It is above all a question 
of national pride, and that is the most dangerous and 
diflScult mood with which to deal. It is especially 
difficult to settle generously and in justice at a time 
when Germany is accused of a^essive intentions in 
which lurk a menace of war; and when those who 
believe that charge are hardened against any con- 
cession whidi woidd seem like surrender or weakness 
on account of fear. Germany, they say, would use 
Tan^yika as a submarine and aeroplane base, which 
wodd imperil the Cape-to-Cairo route, and alarm not 
only South Africa but India and the Far East. 

The difficulties of banding back the mandates 
to Germany are very great and hardly realised by 



THE BOGEY OF EUROPE 223 

Germans themselves. Whitehall has no power to 
decide upon their return. South Afiica, an inde- 
pendent Dominion of the British Commonwealth, 
would utterly refuse. How, then, could we enforce 
any decision to hand back German East Africa or the 
Cameroons? Some of these mandates over the former 
German colonies are held jointly by seven different 
countries, including France, New Zealand, Belgium 
and Japan. It woidd not be easy to get a general 
consent to the handing back of these countries. 

Once a^in the errors of the past come up like 
ghosts to endanger the present. I agree personally 
with the German argument that the seizure of these 
colonies after the war was a violation of President 
Wilson’s Fourteen Points upon which Germany put 
her faith as solemn pledges to her for a future peace 
settlement. It violated Wilson’s pledge that peoples 
and territories should not be bandied about like 
chattels from one power to another. Utterly frlse, 
according to a man who knew German East Afiica 
as few others — Sir Harry Johnston - — vfss the war 
propaganda that German administration was bad. 
He told me that it was a model administration and 
other witnesses bear this out as far as Tanganyika is 
concerned. 

It is necessary, surely, to find some way out of this 
trouble, which is psychological in Germany as well 
as a claim for material advantages. Paris vaut bien 
me mesx, said Henry of Navarre. European peace is 
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worth a concession to Germany, deprived of any 
opportunity of colonial development by an Empire 
which has vast possessions, unused and imdeveloped. 

We cannot hope to keep that Empire from chal- 
lenge and attack if we shut its gates to crowded 
nations, deprived of easy access to raw material, and 
forbidden to settle in these empty spaces. Unless we 
adopt the policy of the Open Door it will be forced 
open. 

Our own Government, by its spokesman Sir Samuel 
Hoare, first raised the hope of a better distribution 
of raw materials and a freer access to their sources. 
The most intelligent minds in this coimtry who are 
looking at world problems without party bias, or 
political fanaticism, are agreed that much of the 
tension underlying the general expansion of arma- 
ments, and the drift towards war, has its foundations 
in economic and industrial conditions, and especially 
in the breakdown of trading relations between the 
peoples of the world. 

“We believe,” said the signatories of an Appeal to 
our Government on behalf of the Open Door Policy, 
“that measures of reconstruction altogether new 
in scope and magoitude — aiming at the solution of 
economic problems — offer the best, if not the sole 
remaining hope, of escape from the gatherii^ threat 
of war.” 

They urged upon the Government the need of 
dofa^ all in its power to hast^ investigation under 
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the League of Nations into the question of access 
to raw materials, and to take the necessary action to 
carry out the conclusions reached. 

This Appeal, supported by the most distinguished 
list of representative minds in Great Britain to-day, 
of all professions and callings, advocated the removal 
of quotas, and the lowering of tariffs between the 
British Empire and other groups of nations. 

It urged a return to a policy of the Open Door 
for trade in all dependent territories under British 
control, and a revision of the mandate system which 
would replace a purely nationalist control of such 
areas. 

German threats over her colonial claims will be 
heard coldly by public opinion in this country. They 
will harden resistance to any concession, even if 
based upon justice, or fair play. But if Germany were 
to return to the League in support of European peace 
and a general limitation of arms, I have no doubt at 
all that some revision of the mandates for colonial 
territories could be made, to the advantage of 
Germany, and this country and the Dominions if 
the British Commonwealth would be in favour of the 
friendliest possible arrangement, ensuring to Ger- 
many great opportunities for her trade and industry 
and open gates for German settlers. Whether it will 
be possible to restore German sovereign rights over 
Tanganyika and other African lands with the consent 
of South Africa I have grave doubts. That is one 
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of the curses bequeathed to us by those who made a 
peace and forgot the future. 

But is it worth a world war, or bloody strife 
between iw and Germany? That question is answered 
by its own absurdity. I am assured by a German 
diplomat who knows the mind of Hitler that he will 
never make this claim a cause of war. 


j- 

The Way of Understanding 

According to information I get from people who 
know Germany well, as well as from my own observa- 
tions in Germany in recent years and months, the 
German people are very much like omrselves in feeling 
under a sense of doom that in spite of a general desire 
for peace war may come. Recently they are under the 
impression that the tension is not so severe, after 
a very critical period during the Spanish civil war 
and the charge against Germany of intervention in 
Morocco. The situation in political circles is still 
regarded as grave, thou^ not hopeless. A vast 
majority of the German people prefer National 
Socialism to Communism, but an even larger majority 
would welcome a modification of the present regime, 
esp«ially as regards personnel. There is general 
diidike of subordinate ofBcials who exercise a petty 
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tyranny. There is still a fear, I am told, in many 
German minds that there may be civil war, in spite 
of apparent unity and loyalty. 

They complain bitterly of being “misimderstood,” 
especially by England — ^regarded by some hostile 
observers as the selfish hypocrite who can never see 
other people’s points of view, and is therefore always 
unfair. Fairness of treatment is what Germany cares 
about, above all else. England should make allow- 
ances, they plead, for blunt men untrained in diplo- 
matic usages, vrith no experience of foreign politics, 
who are now directing the Reich. They should also 
make allowance for the difference of tone and 
phrasing between a dictator proclaiming to the masses 
and a parliamentarian addressing his constituents. 
Germany is centuries behind England in political 
development, and is touched in some ways — as they 
believe themselves — ^by the d3mamic spirit of the 
Elizabethan era — ^youthful, virile, adventurous. In 
this mood Germany is unlikely to accept any con- 
ditions of inequality, and will only act as an equal 
partner with other great powers. The way to over- 
come mistrust is to get Hitler’s signature to a definite 
agreement upon outstanding problems. It would be 
kept, I am assured by those who know him. 

“Germany,” said my firiend the Quaker, who knows 
that country as well as any man amongst us, “seems 
to be struggling along feirly well under its burdens — 
political, economicdl, and financial. But there is a 
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feeling amongst nationally-minded people that life in 
Germany is a hard stru^le with no attempt to ease 
it by other peoples whose burdens are lighter. The 
result K a dissatisfied state of inind, and the temptation 
to use the power now possessed to make things a bit 
easier for themselves. Nothing would induce them 
to throw away this lever they have forged, after the 
years of humiliation and helplessness without it. Each 
of our countries seems so confirmed in its own point 
of view that perhaps nothing can be ^lined by argu- 
ment; besides, it is largely a question of feelings on 
both sides, not of reason at all. Naturally we don’t 
like dictatorships, Jew-baiting, and so forth. Perhaps 
still more we detest the blunt unpolished methods 
of intercourse. Germans dislike our Pharisaism, our 
inability, or determination, not to understand tihem. 
They worry themselves to exasperation about this, 
and think the only possible remedy for present diflS- 
culties must be some concession by England — not 
realising that concession can only come from imder- 
standing, and diat tiey make no effort on their side 
to help in attaining it. Hence we reach deadlock. It 
seems to me, pu2zling over tiiis problem, tliat the 
only solution may be mutual and simultaneous con- 
cession. Perhaps something of the kind is not beyond 
the powers of diplomacy. The difficulties are enor- 
mous. The reward, however, is the peace of the 
world.” 

There is still time to establish firiendly relations 
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with Germany and to arrange a limitation of arms, 
especially in the air, which would do something, and 
much, to relieve the darkness of that shadow of fear 
which casts a gloom over Europe and the minds of 
yoimg people. All this hideous nonsense of gas masks 
and ^s-proof chambers for women and children is a 
disgrace to civilisation and a mockery of humanity 
itself, besides being utterly useless if war really came. 
Let us abandon that way of folly and reach out a 
fiiendly and cordial hand to Germany without any 
nagging words or mental reservations. 

Let us make a pact of peace and understanding with 
the German people who — ^strange as it may seem — 
like us, and want our comradeship. They offer it 
also to France, and with France and us, Germany 
would be guarantors of peace' in Western Europe. 
Hiat would be something to save the bodies of our 
young men and to avoid tihe calamity of a World 
War. Through friendship with Germany the Eastern 
frontier could be safeguarded, better than by hostility 
with Germany. 

France’s militaiy alliance with Soviet Russia is 
no guarantee of peace. It is no step forward to 
Collective Security. Our own militaiy under- 
standing with France is not a perfect guarantee of 
peace, or a gesture of frith in international justice. 
It is the old balance of power again, directed against 
Germany and her allies, which led to war in 1914. 
It will lead to war again if we decide dmt Germany 
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will and must be the Enemy. What madness is that, 
which is poisoning the minds of the British Labour 
Party, and all the little intellectuals of the Left? 



XI, 


MEN AND IDEAS 


I. The Yoxing Idea 

I 

The Undergraduate Mind 

I HAD an invitation to lunch in the rooms of a 
young fellow at Cambridge, and he had promised 
to bring one or two bright representatives of the 
undergraduate species for intelligent conversation. 
It seemed to me an excellent opportunity of getting 
a hint of the young idea in one of its strongholds. 

Arriving early in Cambridge I wandered arormd the 
University city, refreshing my mind with its beauty, 
and walking into the sanctuaries of its ancient spirit. 
It was a wintry day in early spring — and it can be as 
cold as death in Cambridge — ^but the crocuses were 
out in the meadows along the Backs, and a few under- 
graduates strolled over Clare bridge in short jackets 
and grey flannel bags, as though summer had come 
again. That was a sign of hardihood, disproving the 
charge of “softness” brought against the younger 
generation of to-day by elderly critics who know 
them not. I noticed that they stood now and then 
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to look at the crocuses, with their glint of gold in the 
grass, and let their eyes rest on the gloiy of King’s 
CoUege Chapel and the scene about them, with its 
green lawns below Trinity and the stone bridges 
mirrored in the water below them. This beauty 
spoke to them, as I could see. They did not ignore 
it, and I thought that whatever their character and 
experience might be, whatever life brings in the 
future struggle, which may be grim and sordid, some- 
thing of this loveliness must always stay with them. 

“What do you think of the present crowd of under- 
graduates?” I asked the landlord of a little old inn into 
which I went for a cup of coffee. 

He looked at me with sombre eyes. 

“I’d hardly like to size them up,” he told me. “I 
can only say that they’re sloppy. That’s what they 
are — sloppy!” 

A moment later he seemed conscience-stricken by 
that harsh judgment. 

“Perhaps I shouldn’t have said that,” he amended. 
“Seems unfeir. I dare say my fether thought I was 
sloppy. I dare say my grandfather tibought my fether 
was sloppy. It’s like that from age to age.” 

Against the walls of the colleges and under their 
gateway many “push-bikes” were stacked in rows. 
Now and a^dn some of the imdergraduates came out, 
mounted these machines with a gown flung over one 
shoulder, and a pile of books tucked imder one arm, 
and rode off in the teeth of the wind — which was East. 
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I watched them with a foolish envy* I wondered 
if they knew their own luck in being young, and 
having life in front of them, and being here as students 
at one of these old colleges whose stones have been 
mellowed through many centuries of time. I felt 
incredibly old as I passed these lads who call them- 
selves men. And I thought how futile it was to seek 
their ideas about life and the problems of this time 
in which they live. The Young Idea? How can they 
have any clear-cut ideas about anything? Each genera- 
tion has to work out its own experience, and fumble 
for its own half-baked philosophy, enabling them to 
get through adolescence, and to acquire the necessaiy 
shell-case for the protection of their sensibilities, and 
to fiimish their minds with the maximum, or mini- 
mum, of knowledge demanded by the fashion of 
thought in their time, in order to take their place in 
the world. Generation after generation of young men 
have come to King’s College, or Trinity, or Pem- 
broke, or Clare, or St, John’s, or Emmanuel, with 
the same dreams and hopes. They have faced the same 
perplexities and the same mental conflicts as their 
predecessors. What is this mystery of life? all of 
them have asked, age by age. How can the individual 
best fit into his social surroundings? How can he 
ensure self-preservation? How can he develop his 
ovra soul and body, and subject himself to the right 
measure of discipline and conformity? What is his 
relation to God? How shall he comport himself with 
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his fellows? Sex, religion, the political arena, the 
ideal state — how fer sMl he go in unorthodoxy, in 
rebellion against his elders, in new adventures of 
thought? What is the right balance between self- 
indulgence and austerity, study and pleasure, the 
demands of the body and those of the spirit? Youth 
cannot escape these searching questions. 

“What’s my best way to Emmanuel?” I asked one 
of the imdergraduates, after I had emerged fi’om the 
cold magnificence of King’s College Chapel, where 
I had stood, utterly alone, under the fan tracery of 
its high roof, and looked down the fer vista of its 
grey walls carved with the rose and portcullis of a 
Tudor King. 

“I’m walking that way,” said a fidendly young man, 
who smiled at me through a pair of round glasses. 

“What’s your college?” I asked. 

“Trinity. It’s my third year.” 

“Do you like it?” I enquired, for the sake of 
amversation. 

“I’ve been quite interested. I shall be sorry to go 
down.” 

“I suppose most of the undergraduates lean a bit to 
the Left,” I hazarded, after some remarks about the 
climate in Cambridge and things in general. 

“Yes, those who think about politics,” answered 
this young man, glancing to me as though wondering 
what I might be. “Most of them don’t — ^so they may 
be reckoned as Ckaiservatives, perhaps. 'They’re too 
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busy with other things, including getting their 
degree. Personally I’m keen on politics, theoretically 
at least.” 

“How do you size up the situation?” I asked. 

He glanced at me a^iin, and his eyes were smiling 
behind his glasses. 

“Pretty rotten! All tiiese millions for armaments 
are not exactly a joy for ever. What beats me is the 
way in which impoverished countries like Italy and 
Germany can spend such vast sums on their armed 
forces. I suppose they just create new money. It 
seems to work all right.” 

“I’ve come to the conclusion that money is an 
illusion,” I told him. “It’s feiry arithmetic, made by 
mysterious people called Bankers.” 

He nodded. 

“The old economic theories seem to be knocked 
edgewise. But I expect two and two still make four.” 

He had been walking at a stiff pace. 

“There’s the gateway of Emmanuel,” he said 
politely. “Good morning!” 

There was nothing sloppy about that young man. 
He had good manners, and perfect self-possession. 

I passed through the gateway of Emmanuel, where 
a group of “hearties” took the air — cold enou^ to 
make one’s teeth rattle — ^before their midday meal. 
They were unlike the ghosts of their predec^sors 
who had stood under this same gateway some time 
ago — sober-minded young men with the oom^ of 
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their lips pulled dovm in the Puritan style, to show 
their godliness — though God loves laughter, I dare 
say — ^before entering die Ministry; still more unlike, 
at least in outward habit, earlier dwellers on this plot 
of ground, who were Augustinian firiars. The dining 
hall of the College is built on the site of dieir chapel, 
and only a feaw bits of wall, and a little garden, remain 
from the scene which was here before Thomas Crom- 
well and fet Henry’s officers grabbed the monastic 
lands. 

The young Fellow of Emmanuel waited for me in 
his sitting-room. Though a scientist, he had, I 
noticed, a good-looking piano in his room; and he 
himself looked more romantic than a scientist does as 
a rule, having the eye and mind of an artist. If I had 
stepped back into the eighteenth century, as one 
may slip a century or two in Cambridge so easily, 
I imagine, I should have seen in this room a young 
Georgian Englishman like this; for he has an old- 
fashioned look and could step on to the stage vm- 
touched for a character in a drama of that period. 

Presently we were joined by two undergraduates 
who showed no hostility to my presence; and over 
the luncheon table talked extremely well, and "with a 
complete lack of affectation. 

Now this lack of affectation is, I think, charac- 
teristic of the present generation of young manhood, 
who have reached, or are reaching, the twenties this 
year. As frr as I have come across them they talk 
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simply and sincerely, avoiding the epigram which 
destroyed so many of their predecessors, and not 
attempting to shine by any false glamour of intelli- 
gence* Another thing I notice about them is that they 
do not seem ill at ease, or particularly bored, with 
men of my years. They seem to give us credit for a 
certain tolerance and understanding. They do not 
condescend in their talk to a man of middle age or 
deal with him as though he were in the final stage of 
senility. They don’t seem to be conscious of any vast 
gap between themselves and their elders, but behave 
as though there were no diflFerence of age to bother 
about. That makes them extremely pleasant to elderly 
folk nowadays who are xmduly sensitive to their own 
years, and have a kind of wistftil gratitude when youth 
is kind to them. Never once did these young men call 
me "sir,” and I felt flattered by not having this dis- 
tinction of age thrust upon me. We talked on terms 
of equality, I find that is general nowadays, and I 
believe it is because middle age has dropped its 
pomposities, and youth has drawn near to its fathers 
in sympathy and understanding, imtrammelled by 
the need of false humility or sham respect. 

The undergraduate who sat opposite me at lunch 
took an active part in the debates at the Union, 
He was well informed about political affairs, but I 
noticed that he never gave away his own position, 
and discussed the political view of his contemporaries 
with a finely balanced mind, useful to anybody 
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sitting on a fence, and with a sense of humour. 

He agreed with the imdergraduate who had shown 
me the way to Emmanuel, that many of the politically- 
minded men at Cambridge leaned to the Left, some 
of them rather heavily. There was a pretty strong 
body, he told me, who belonged to the United Front 
— about three hundred. Many of them proclaimed 
their simple faith in Communian, subscribed to the 
Left Book Club, and invited Mr. GaUacher or Mr. 
Harry PoUitt to address them from time to time. 

“Is there any opposition at these meetings?” I asked. 

There had been lively opposition now and then, but 
rather in the past. There had been one considerable 
riot with free fights in the hall and calls for the police, 
but during the present year nothing of the kind had 
happened. The opponents of the Left assembled to 
call out “Shame!” but found men like Harry Pollitt 
talking with such apparent mildness that it was diffi- 
cult to make a row. Mostly they kept away. They 
were much more interested in other things, and 
Cambridge was filled with other things — ^more than 
could be crowded into term time. 

We talked about Germany. One always talks about 
Germany when discussion gels down to the inter- 
national situation. 

The undergradu^e on my right had been in Ger- 
many during a recent vacation. He spoke a bit of 
German. Among his impressions were the friendli- 
ness of the ordinaiy German folk for England, and 
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their apparent resistance to ideas which came to them 
by way of propaganda. He had never met any German 
who believed in the New Paganism. The German 
Catholics seemed very solid in their religion. German 
protestantism was putting up a considerable fight for 
its rights. 

“Any sign of a food shortage?” 

He said there was a shortage of e^s where he had 
been. Apart from that he hadn’t noticed anything 
much in the way of under-nomishment, but he wasn’t 
quite sure about some of the Labour Camps. He had 
seen groups of fellows from one camp who didn’t 
seem in good shape. They looked thinned down, and 
as though they might be on a poor diet. 

“Are your contemporaries apprehensive about a 
new war?” I asked. 

They were cautious in their answers. They ad- 
mitted that there was a certain gloom on the subject 
among minds at Cambridge who took an interest in 
such questions. 

The young man who was a member of the Union 
had his fects and figures handy. He knew all about the 
terms of Hitler’s ofier of peace following his re- 
militarisation of the Rhine. He quoted the clauses. 

“But can you believe Hider?” he asked. 

I ventured to say that I believed in him when he 
said somediing three times; and that seemed to 
surprise the company. 

These imdeigraduates had no &naticism. They had 
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Studied the various brands of pacifism, including that 
of the Rev. Dick Sheppard. One of them, who 
revealed a spiritual point of view, and was particularly 
interested in religious ideas, confessed that, in his 
opinion, the Rev. Dick Sheppard put the case against 
war in the most logical and unanswerable way if one 
happened to be a Christian. But he — or perhaps his 
friend — admitted the difficulties. It was possible to 
adopt passive resistance for one’s own actions — ^it 
might lead to one’s own martyrdom — ^but it might 
mean delivering over millions of others to fhe wild 
beasts — ^without their willingness or consent. 

We discussed tlie idea of “Collective Security.” We 
discussed the attitude of the Labour Party to re- 
armament, and their hatred of Fascism which, they 
agreed, might lead us into another war if they came 
to power. 

Never once did these yoimg men flame out into any 
passionate affirmation of &ith, or show any grim 
fiinaticism for a political creed. They were trying to 
find some reasonable solution of these problems, and 
relying upon intelligence as the best way of escape 
from threatened calamity. 

I did not like to discourage them by suggesting tiiat 
over wide tracks of the world’s map reason had been 
discarded, and that racial urges, national fetches, 
totems, and symbols were in the ascendant. I did not 
even hint that the forces of evil and darkness might be 
winning against those of beauty and light. I listened 
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with respect and admiration to these imdergraduates 
of Cambridge who spoke from minds steeped, I 
should say, in the Liberal tradition of enquiry, toler- 
ance, and belief in man’s progress towards the Age 
of Reason, 

Switching away from these subjects I asked the 
member of the Union whether most of the under- 
graduates were keen on their studies, or whether 
they were up to have a good time. 

He was amused by that question. 

"Quite a lot — ^perhaps the majority — ^study just 
enough to scrape through with a second. They hope 
to get a degree, which is just good enough to give 
them the right standing for any future job or to keep 
their social end up. 

“And do they get jobs now? It must be better than 
five or six years ago.” 

“Still difficult for men who haven’t socialised.” 

“I’m going in for engineering,” said one of them. “On 
the whole there are still opportunities in that line.” 

Knowledge, I imderstood one of them to say, was 
not necessarily power. A Cambridge degree was not 
an open sesame to employment. When one went 
down 

I could see that he was not sure what life might 
offer him when he went down. Everything was very 
uncertain. The news one read in the papers do not 
make for certainty. The war, for instance — when was 
it coming, if it was coming? 
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I took the young fellow to tea in a tea-shop which 
looked like a baronial hall in the dark ages, though 
we had some very nice tea-cakes which would have 
put King Alfred to shame. 

“What do you think about all this T I asked. 

He guessed that I meant such problems as war, and 
pacifism, and all that we had been talking about. 

“I’m a bit of a heretic on the subject of war,” he 
confessed. “My study of animal life tells me that man 
is a fighter, and that groups of men will always fight 
other groups for primitive reasons — as primitive as 
the vitd urge.” 

“What goes on in the minds of diese under- 
graduates? We reached no conclusions to-day! There 
were no revelations.” 

‘They’re all bewildered,” he said. “They hear so 
much which is utterly conflicting. There’s no clear 
line for them anywhere. They’re all groping their 
way. Aren’t we all? Is there any spiritual or intel- 
lectual leadership nowadays? Eveiything is in the 
melting-pot, isn’t it?” 

We t^ed about art and literature, until I had to 
rush for a train, which I missed. On the way back 
I read several University reviews and tried to get a 
glimmer of what was working in the undergraduate 
brain. I fiiiled. They did not give themselves away 
in these sheets. They evaded the serioirs issues, very 
ri^dy, no doubt. They were disappointing in their 
lack of illumination. 
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2 

Senior Scholars 

“What do you think of the present vintage of 
youth?” I asked an elderly man who was my host at 
table in an old house in an old town. 

I was asking a man who had had great experience of 
boys for forty years past. During all that time, once 
a week, in this old house, he has entertained the 
senior scholars and Old Boys of a school founded in 
Tudor days by Edward VI. Sometimes he gets people 
to talk to them on difierent subjects, and that was why 
I was dining at his table. Last Christmas, he told me, 
he had fifty letters or so firom those Old Boys who 
remember these weekly evenings as pleasant hours in 
their lives. Some of them are now grandfethers and 
some of them fathem of the present generation. 

He answered my question. 

“A very good lot, I think 1 They Ve more thoughtful 
than the pre-war boys. They think more about the 
problems of life.” 

There were two other men at table, both rather 
younger than myself, I think. 

“We didn^t get the same chance in our days,” said 
one of them. “Nobody cared what we thought about, 
and anyhow, we didn^t have the same opportunities. 
No wireless. No intelligent conversation with our 
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elders. We were regarded as young hooligans, and 
that was all there was to it. Besides, world problems 
didn’t press down upon us so closely. We never gave 
a thought to such tWngs before a world war and the 
disintegration of Europe.” 

I was taken into a long room of noble proportions 
where thirty boys or so had gathered. I was supposed 
to give them a bit of a talk, and this I did after hearing 
from them that they wanted me to talk about foreign 
affairs. They were a nice-looking crowd, I thought, 
as now and then I glanced at their faces. They listened 
vrith decent attention and didn’t seem bored. But I 
was more interested myself when I asked for ques- 
tions, and offered to answer any that naight be put 
to me. They asked some very good questions about 
Germany and Fiance, and the chance of avoiding 
another war in Europe. Then my turn came to ask 
them questions and their answers were worth hearing 
because I could tell instantly that they were talking 
sincerely. 

Two of them had been recently in Germany, going 
from one youth hostel to another, talking to young 
Nazis, getting to know the German people. 

“How do you sum it all up?” I asked. “What kind 
of impression did the young Nazis make on you?” 

One of the yoxmg men spoke for his fellows. 

They had seen much to admire in Germany. They 
found the younger Nazis very decent fellows, and very 
friendly. They admired the physical fitness of German 
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youth, but didn’t think we in this country should 
stand for so much drilling and marching about* 

"Don’t you think we might do, perhaps, widi a bit 
more discipline?” I asked. "Discipline is disagreeable, 
of course, but aren’t we getting rather slack? What 
would you say to some land of military training on 
the Swiss model?” 

“Why military?” asked one of the boys* "Why not 
physical training without a military aim to it?” 

"Our fellows are too individualistic,” said another 
boy. "They wouldn’t go into camp imder compulsion, 
but they might go if they thought it was by their own 
free will.” 

"Did you find any hostility to England in Germany?” 

Hostility? Good heavens, no! Quite the contrary. 

"Or any menace of war against anybody?” 

There was a moment’s silence. The young man 
who had been in Germany was thinking over his 
experiences. 

"They’re afraid of being attacked,” he said. "They 
think all their rearming is for self-defence. Some of 
diem thought that Russia and France would combine 
against them, and that England might have to go in 
again. They’re obsessed with the idea of all that.” 

I asked a question of the whole company of boys 
which rather startled them. 

“Do any of you get worried at all about all this talk 
of war? Does it get on your nerves, or anything like 
that?” 



246 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

“No!” said several boys together. 

“Yes,” said one boy sitting near me. 

Another answered more ftdly. 

“In my opinion we don’t think enough about it. 
The ordinary fellow doesn’t pay the least attention 
to international affairs, and they don’t mean a thing 
to him. He goes pottering on. He’s much more 
interested in Ae cinema, or the cricket news.” 

I didn’t say “Thank Heaven!” aloud, but I thought 
that inside myself. 

Before I left that evening the young man who had 
been in Germany came up to me rather shyly. 

“May I ask one final question?” 

“Yes, rather!” I answered, hoping it wouldn’t be 
too much of a poser. 

“Which side do you take in this Spanish Civil Wjir? 
Do you sympathise with General Franco or the 
Spanish Government?” 

“I can’t take sides,” I told him. “I hare to think 
of the cold-blooded slaughter at Badajoz. And I 
can’t forgive the Spanish Reds for their frightftd 
cruelties and murders. One can’t take sides in 
Red hidian warfare. Thank goodness we’ve kept 
out of it.” 

“Peihafe it’s because I’m young,” he said, “but I 
sympathise with the Reds, as you call them. They 
seem to me to have justice on their side.” 

He repeated his firet words with a little daugh. 

“Perhaps that’s because I’m young!” 
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I was told afterwards by my host that the boys had 
stayed late, talking excitedly about all the problems 
that had been raised in our discussion. So they hadn’t 
been bored, and I was glad of that because it is so easy 
when one isn’t yoiuig to bore those who are. 

“Come again!” said my host, who for forty years has 
had these weekly meetings in his house. 

I envied him for that experience, and for some 
reason I thought of a pleasant little book I had read 
called Good~fye, Mr. Chips. 


3 

Air-Pilot 

A yoimg airman of ours was good enough to talk 
very fiankly to me about certain ideas in his own mind 
and in the minds of his comrades of the Royal Air 
Force, as &r as he knew them. We were having a 
snack lunch at a table on the e^e of a swimming bath, 
into which a portly old fellow had just flung himself 
from the diving board with a considerable displace- 
ment of water. 

“I don’t believe in this Collective Seciurity racket,” 
he told me after the inevitable drift of conversation to 
world affairs. “We don’t want to fight for any 
Crusade — ^the Lord forbid! Fighting other people’s 
battles for the sake of. some combination of powers 
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against another combination, and calling that Collec- 
tive Security, seems to us a bit of a paradox and sheer 
nonsense.” 

He opened up a ham sandwich to put in some 
mustard, and after absorbing it into his system and 
washing it down with draught ale, continued his little 
monologue with occasional encouragement from me, 

“Of course this Collective Security idea, with an 
international police force and all that, is pretty good 
as an ideal towards which we ought to work. But it’s 
the hell of a long way off, don’t you think? Mean- 
while nothing would induce this country to fight 
except direct attack. Anyhow, iJiat’s my opinion, 
and I hear a lot of chit-chat to the same effect from 
all the fellows I happen to know.” 

He was a cheery-looking lad and curiously sure of 
himself in this world of imcertainty and doubt. 
He spoke with a kind of quiet and good-tempered 
confidence in his own convictions. He had thought 
it all out. 

“No nation wants to go to war, nowadays,” he told 
me. “Some of us walk around a bit in Europe. We 
talk now and a^in to foreigners m their ovra coun- 
tries. People of our generation are all against war. 
I’m certain of that. It’s beyond all argument, in spite 
of the filthy stuff — ^the daily spate of lies — ^in most of 
our newi^pers.” 

I felt encouraged by this young airman’s conviction 
about the general will to peace. 
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"What about Germany?” I asked. 

He didn’t blink an eyelid about Germany, although 
so many of our statesmen were in a state of blue funk 
about the German air force. 

"Perfectly sincere in saying that their rearmament 
is in self-defence. Don’t we say the same thing? Why 
should we always be abusing the Germans because 
they don’t want to be kicked in the pants by France 
or any other nation, and take steps to regain their 
independence and self-respect?” 

"Aren’t they in a rather dangerous state of exalta- 
tion?” I asked, to draw him out. "They all seem ready 
to fight and die for the Fatherland and Adolf Hitler. 
Mightn’t this spirit of eagerness for self-sacrifice lead 
them into any kind of war if their Leader touched a 
button on his desk one day?” 

The young airman shrugged his shoulders. I under- 
stood him to say that he didn’t think Hitler would 
touch the button. He wouldn’t be such a fool, he 
thought. But as far as he himself was concerned, and 
he spoke also for his friends, the desire for martyrdom 
was non-existent. 

"We don’t join the Air Force in a sacrificial spirit,” 
he told me firmly. "We’re not panting to die for 
King and Country. We don’t want to die, damn it. 
Why should we ?” 

He called for another pot of ale. 

The portly gentleman who was enjoying himself in 
the swimming bath fell with an awfial smack on his 
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Stomach from the high dive. A young Adonis 
entirely divested of costume was weighing himself on 
the machine. 

“Our fellows join the Air Force,” said the young 
ai rman ^ “because if any war does come along — 
arranged by the old gentlemen who have gong gaga — 
they’ll be experts, and have a place, instead of being 
among the sheep led to the slaughter. Also they want 
a career and think it’s useful to leam a craft. The 
Air Age hasn’t come yet, but it’s coming. Even our 
short service of four years will turn us out with some 
pretty valuable knowledge and experience. I mean 
to say, one ought to know how to fly nowadays, in 
order not to be left behind. Don’t you agree? . . . 
Well, cheerio! European Jouia^ is the best book you 
ever wrote, if I may say so.” 

I was glad to hear him say so. It astonished me that 
he had ever read a book of mine. I felt extremely 
flattered. 

A remarkable young man, I thought him, because 
of his decided views and frank expression, and 
Galahad look. Besides, I feel a sense of awe in the 
presence of a boy-child who has won his wings. I 
shall never be able to fly. 



II. The Man with the Beacons 


I 

Massacre oj the Innocents 

E very day m this overcrowded isle goo new 
motor-cars are put on to the roads. 

That is to say, goo new lethal weapons of 
great velocity are put into the hands of butcher-boys, 
grocers’ young men. University students, retired old 
gentlemen whose eyes are getting rather dim and who 
are rather hard of hearing, young girls with high 
spirits and long legs, business men who drive to town 
each morning (and back a^iin each evening) and, if 
they have chaufiFeurs, after a nice little gamble in base 
metals or armament shai^, tell them to “step on it.” 

The owners of these lethal weapons of great 
velocity put them on to roads which were made for 
the steady pace of a Roman Legion, and afterwards 
for the quiet pace of fat-bellied horses, and fauna 
wagons, and Canterbury pilgrims, and peasants 
slogging slowly from the fields, and children picking 
wild flowers in the hedges, and cattle heavy with 
their milk, and sheep going to the markets. 

Mainy of these roads of England — except those 
251 
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down which the Roman legions marched — ^go winding 
through the countryside, taking curves and comers 
like the walk of a drunken giant or of a poet with a 
song in his heart. The lanes are narrow between the 
hedges, with hardly room for two farm carts to pass 
each other. Few of them have footpaths for those 
who go on Shanks’s nag. But they were very safe 
thirty years ago, and three hundred years ago, except 
for a horse that shied at a scarecrow, or a governess 
cart going at the furious pace of four miles an hour. 
Children could pick wild flowers without the menace 
of death. The poet might walk dovm these winding 
lanes and make a rhyme as he went, without expecting 
to lie dead and bleeding before he could get a rhyme 
for ‘love’ or ‘dove.’ If the schoolboy were five 
minutes late for his tea his mother did not turn pale, 
and go to her cottage door with panic in her heart. 
If the husbandman came home even an hour late, 
because he had stopped for a glass of ale in the 
“Three Horseshoes,” his wife did not expect his 
corpse to be brought to her on a stretcher. 

Now the ^ocers’ young men and the butcher-boys 
and the tradesmen with motor-vans, and the yoimg 
gjirls with high spirits and long legs, and the young 
gentlemen of the Universities, and all the rest who 
buy, svrop, or hire, these new lethal weapons, which 
are motor-cars, rush along the roads and the winding 
lanes in a great hurry for God knows what, and leave a 
trail of dead and wounded round about England. 
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There is a massacre of the innocents in the great 
cities. School children are particularly marked down 
for death or maiming. Their chance of survival is 
thinning out. It’s their own fault, say the motorists. 
They will run out into the roads, the little devils! 
They will suddenly dart in front of a car going the 
slow speed of thirty miles an hour — ^fer less than an 
express train, and a speed very hindering to business, 
and modem progress, and the ardent spirit of youth. 
If these children’s parents won’t look after them and 
give them a clip over the ear when they run out into 
the roads like that, then, says the motor trade, they 
must get run over. There is nothing to do about it. 
They get run over in great numbers. 

In London and the big cities mothers of elementary 
school children, especially on roads like Westway and 
other death-traps for young life, have a panic when 
little Betty, or little Bill, is five minutes late. So 
many little Bettys and little Bills have been brought 
home lately, dead, or dying, or grievously injured. 

The figures are startling and appalling if one is not 
dulled, as so many are, to this particular form of 
slaughter. During a year in this free and happy land 
about 6,000 are killed and about 200,000 injured on 
the roads — ^as heavy a casualty list as in a great battle 
on the Somme during the war. 

It is, of course, one way of reducing the population 
of an overcrowded country. And, of course, it is only 
an inevitable aspect of that modem progress of which 
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we are all proud. We must go on “progressing,” even 
if we don’t know the direction in which we are 
moving — even if it leads to hell itself. Because, after 
all, “Progress” is “Progress,” even if it rushes over the 
bodies of children, and elderly men who get absent- 
minded and step off the kerb without looking, or 
young lovers who go wobbling about on bicycles, and 
other folk who have no road sense at all — ^not 
remembering that roads are now railway tracks for 
engines without rails. 

Now and again, of course, one has a stab at the 
heart, in spite of the joy of Progress, when some 
brilliant yoimg man is smashed up at the cross-roads, 
or when some beautiful young woman, &mous 
perhaps on the stage or screen, is killed by a car 
dashing out of a side road at forty miles an hour. It 
seenas a pity. But these things vsill happen — won’t 
they? — ^itt this age of speed and progress. 

The motorists go cutting in, taking chances, 
clinging to the crown of the road, putting a bit of 
speed on because there’s a cocktail party at the end of 
the journey, seeing what the little old engine can do 
if it’s pushed, taking a wide curve round a high- 
hedged bend without worrying whether something 
may be coining from the other way. One can’t 
expect a motorist to crawl along like a funeral hearse I 
Besides, those damned pedestrians and cyclists ought 
to be more careftil. Do they think the roads are made 
for them? 
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Who cares? Who worries? Whose business is it 
to slow down the pace of life, or reduce the number 
of casualties? After a moment's shock, when the 
figures are published now and then, after raised 
eyebrows because the number of dead has gone up this 
time, the man in the comer of the third-class carriage 
turns to the sports page or his cross-word puzzle. 
Who cares about those statistics of death and 
accident on the roads of England — ^unless one's own 
child or wife is among them? 

2 

The Man Who Cares 

There is one man who cares. It's his job, and he's 
keen on it. He made up his mind when he took it on 
that he would do something to reduce those figures 
and make the roads safer for everybody using them, 
including the motorists. He would do it by cajoling, 
warning, pleading, by any kind of means which would 
teach people to use these lethal weapons with more 
care, and better manners, and some human kindness. 
He would use what powers he had to improve the 
roads, and put up safety devices, and mark out 
crossings for pedestrians, and put on some kind of a 
speed limit in built-up areas, in spite of all the 
opposition which he knew he would get, and got. 

* Since this was written Mr, Hore-Belisha has become Minister 
for War. 
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He is the man with the beacons. He is that man 
Hore-Belisha of the golden globes — ^much derided, 
and the winking lights — ^much cursed by drivers — 
and the silver studs across the streets — ^much ignored 
— ^and the radio voice which speaks to the public now 
and then before Bank Holidays, warning them that 
they will be dead if they don’t behave themselves, or 
that other people will be dead before next Tuesday if 
they don’t drive with a certain consideration for their 
fellow-beings. 

He does these radio talks well, like a friendly soul 
talking to each individual who may be listening. He 
is persuasive, simple, direct, and without pomposity. 
He has saved a great number of lives worth saving — 
thousands since he took up his job. 

He happens to be a friend of mine, and at lunch 
recently in his litde house which was built a century 
ago for one of Queen Victoria’s maids of honour — ^she 
lived in it until she was ninety — ^he told me something 
about his difficulties in this adventure of life-saving. 

He complained of his limited powers. Most of his 
ideas have had to be carried out not by authority, but 
by persi^ion and moral pressure — against people 
who don’t want to be persuaded, and make a lot of 
fuss about it. They are the local authorities who have 
power over the roads in their own districts. There 
are i22 such bodies in London. The whole of 
England is divided up by local authorities who have 
their own ideas, and stick to their own rights, and are 
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not easily induced to adopt any big unified scheme or 
any reasonable recommendations. 

“Take these by-passes,” said my friend, Hore- 
Belisha. “What can I do about all this ribbon 
development ? I have no authority to stop it, and the 
local authorities allow all those houses to be crowded 
along each side of the road for twenty miles out of 
London — ^ruining the countryside — ^so that one wants 
a by-pass to by-pass the by-pass. Each little house 
has its own garage and motor-car. Out they come to 
join the stream of traffic. Eveiy day more cars are on 
the road. The speedway meant for fast-moving cars is 
cluttered up with local traffic.” 

He spoke of the conditions in London, increasing 
the dangers and congestion every time the local 
authorities give permission for the building of 
another monstrous block of flats. On a space which 
once held a row of houses with one family in each 
there are now huge buildings in which three hundred 
people are crowded. They ail become motorists. 
The London street is choked wdth their cars. The 
whole thing is a menace. 

The question of parking becomes one of the big 
problems. It is destroying the amenities of London 
life when quiet residential squares, like Hans Place, 
becomes crowded with cars all day long because their 
owners are shopping at Harrods. 

But the Minister of Transport has done something 
about all this by getting an Act of Parliament passed 
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on behalf of the Government giving certain powers to 
local authorities. Under this Act it is illegal now to 
build, or make means of access without consent, 
within 220 feet of either side of the middle of any- 
classified road. 60,000 miles of road are hence- 
forward preserved as sanctuaries from the desecration, 
if the authorities will use their powers, and they 
won’t get grants unless they do. Another act which the 
Minister of Transport got through before Christmas 
(1537) makes him Highway Authority over all trunk 
roads (4,500 miles) from April ist. This is a breach 
Tsuth the principle of locality which has always pre- 
vailed in England. It went through without a Division. 

Every month and every year the problems the 
Minister of Transport has to tackle become more 
difficult to handle. He is fighting all the time against 
the increased pressure of traffic, and his only 
satisfaction is that by all his sigas and safety devices he 
has checked the upward rate of casualties. 

The number of persons killed or injured during each 
of the last three years, and the number of casualties 
per 1,000 vehicles registered, were as follows: 


Year 

Killed 

Injured 

Number of 
persons killed 
Total or injured Per 

1,000 motor 
vehicles 
registered 

1934 

7,343 

251,603 

238,946 

98.8 

*935 

6,502 

221,726 

228,228 

88,4 

1936 

6,561 

227,813 

234,374 

84.7 
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Numbers of mechanically-propelled road vehicles 
1934 2,416,908 

1935- 2,^81,027 

1936 2,768,606 

These figures show that there has been a con- 
tinuous reduction in the number of casualties in 
relation to the numbers of motor vehicles registered, 
and while it is, of course, impossible to estimate the 
number of lives that have been saved by the Man with 
the Beacons, the figures show that his efforts have had 
a great effect, taking into account the constant 
increase in traffic, and that the ratio of killed to 
injured has appreciably fallen. 

His latest scheme for life-saving is his raising of 800 
specially trained traffic men who will act as mentors 
of the roads, and not as traffic “cops” out for more 
summonses. He hopes that it is only the first 
recruiting of a body who will be raised in all parts of 
the country. But that hope is again dependent on the 
willingness of local authorities to co-operate and 
make their own roads safer. 

^e have to pay the price of liberty from dictator- 
ship which has its advantages now and then. There 
is no Mussolini here to make an Urban District 
Council tremble in its shoes, and pale at its gills, 
when an order comes from the great man. 

This Man with the Beacons is a human, friendly, 
dynamic and humorous fellow, and his career has 
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been astonishing in its quick rise to Cabinet rank. 

His father died when he was nine months old, and 
he was left with a widowed mother who struggled to 
give him an education, and to whom he owes, he tells 
me, everything in life. After the war when he was 
still a young man he went up to Oxford, and then 
looked round for a career. What about the law? 
What about politics? 

There was a general election in Devonport. He 
went down with a carpet bag to Devonshire where an 
old gentleman named Sir Thomas Kynoch Cooke sat in 
his own stronghold. Young Hore-Belisha held some 
meetings and at one of them he was told that his 
political opponent had referred to him as “a little chit 
of a fellow.” The blood of the Hore-Belishas was 
roused. Passionately he reminded his audience of 
sailors, and stokers, and dockyard men, that he was 
not such a little chit of a fellow as Napoleon when he 
crossed the Alps, or as Gen. James Wolfe when he 
stormed the heights of Abraham, or as Nelson when 
he won the battle of Trafelgar, or as Pitt when at 
twenty-three he was Prime Minister of England. He 
went back as fer as ancient Greece and Rome for little 
chits of fellows. “And let me tell Sir Thomas Kynoch 
Cooke,” he shouted, “that five million little chits of 
fellov^re defended England in time of war and that a 
mi ll ion of them left: their bones in France” — or words 
to that effect. 

He won the election with a handsome majority, and 
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was Startled to find himself a Member of Parliament 
without visible means of subsistence. He went into 
Fleet Street, once called "The Street of Adventure” 
by a certain novelist, and presently got a job in the 
Board of Trade, followed by one in the Treasury, and 
afterwards was appointed to theMinistry of Transport. 

He had to decide whether he would conform to 
conventions, and play the game with the old school 
tie, according to the code of old gents on the Front 
Bench, or do his job ’with a dangerous zeal which 
might seem rather "pushful” to the elder statesmen. 

He decided to go all out on his job of life-saving, by 
every means of publicity, and drastic experiment, and 
forceful pressure, and persuasion, and beguilement. 
He went to the radio and got into direct touch with 
the great public. His traffic signals aroused ridicule, 
contempt, and annoyance. Everything he did raised a 
storm of criticism from the motoring world and the 
papers which gets its advertisements. But he got the 
figures of mortality dovra. He kept the casualty lists 
from mounting. Needless to say, he was called a self- 
advertiser, a mountebank, and a dangerous fellow, 
upsetting the stately hiimdrum of Ministerial dignity. 
But he saved the lives of children, and old people, and 
cyclists, and all manner of folk who but for him would 
now be dead. Not a bad job ! 

He won his spurs. He was called to Cabinet rank 
in the office he had made for himself. He is one of the 
few younger men who stands out as a future leader. 
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He is worth watching, and I happen to know that 
behind all his much criticised pushfulness there is a 
spiritual outlook on life, and a disregard of personal 
ambition, and a rather boyish and wistful mind, which 
loves beauty, and passionately hates the spread of 
ugliness — ^the horrible destruction of beautiful old 
buildings in London and other cities — and is keen to 
check its sprawling advance upon the loveliness of 
England. 



III. Students of Humanity 


I 

Architects of a Brave New World 

I WENT into a great building off Kingsway to take 
lunch with a little man with a high-powered 
intelligence, considered dangerous by people who 
don’t like his particular type of mind, and its results 
in printed or spoken words. His name is Laski. 

As I stood in the hall waiting for him to take me to 
his room I was passed by numbers of young men and 
women who were all in a great hurry to fill up empty 
spaces in their system. It was, as I have said, the 
luncheon hour. 

I scanned them as they passed. Among them were 
two Japanese, a young Chinaman, several Indians, 
and a much larger number of young men who might 
have been Americans, or English, or Germans, or 
Danes, or indeed any kind of European. Many of 
them wore glasses. Most of them looked tmder- 
nourished, but were probably thinned down by 
thought, or an ill-balanced diet, or hunger for truth 
and knowledge. 

Girls came along with broad brows, and serious 
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eyes, and clothes not worn for allurement. I know 
their type. I have seen them in Berlin University, in 
Columbia College, New York, in King’s College, 
Strand. They were students, and students look very 
much the same in most countries of the West. 

This place was, and is, one of the intellectual power 
houses of the world. It is for this country and many 
others the Intelligence Department of that Brave New 
World towards which we are all advancing, whether 
we like it or whether we don’t, and which may reach 
a higher phase of civilisation if its blue prints are not 
destroyed by catastrophe before the design has been 
put in hand. It is the London School of Economics. 

Each year brings three thousand students here — 
regular, occasional, and inter-coUegiate. Of these 
something over five hundred come firom forty 
different foreign countries, including about loo 
from China. The numbers from Germany are 
declining sh'ghtly, dropping from 115^ last year to 
eighty-four this year. The Americans send a strong 
contingent. France sends very few, as all Frenchmen 
believe that their country is the intellectual centre of 
the world and dislike crossing the Channel, which 
makes them sick. 

The regular students are those who take full day or 
evenii^ courses, and read for their degrees. The 
occasional students take special courses in subjects 
which particularly interest them. The inter-collegiate 
students come from other colleges in the federation of 
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London University for special subjects. There are 
also research students from this and other countries. 
There is an increasing number of women students, 
though it still leaves the School ynth two-and-a-half 
times as many men as women. 

Those are dry figures, but they represent some- 
thing which is very remarkable in the life and 
thought of this country and those other forty foreign 
countries from which the students come. 

For this School is not merely an institution in 
which the younger mind assimilates a certain amount 
of knowledge for its culture or intellectual satis- 
faction. It is a dynamic place. It deals with facts and 
problems bearing down upon human life to-day, 
however remote may be their origins in the distant 
past. Its professors, and lecturers, and students are 
all keenly at work analysing the causes of things now 
happening to all communities and classes in this 
planet. 

They specialise in the history of that whimsical and 
murderous animal called Man. 

They are examining modem civilisation in every 
country of the world, by every kind of statistical 
standard, by graphs and curves which record progress 
or decay, booms and slumps, epidemics of the body, 
and madnesses of the mind. 

They study the output of natural wealth and its 
distribution or restriction ; who goes hungry and why ; 
where the gold comes from and where it goes, the 
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mystery of money; the effect of tariffs, quotas, eind 
subsidies on world trade; the birth-rate and death- 
rate, and the future state of world populations if the 
decline in the birth-rate is not checked ; the accessi- 
bility of raw material and the effects of mal-dis- 
tribution upon political systems and social unrest. 

They track down the blind forces moving beneath 
the surface of the human scene. 

Research in the great building includes the whole 
histoiy of Man since his first gropings to some kind of 
association with his fellows, all through this story of 
trial and error, achievement and failure, endless 
conflict, endless agony, and endless folly, with here 
and there a gleam of reason or a touch of genius. 

There are lecturers in all the laws which man has 
made for his discipline, of his fanaticism, or his peace 
and comfort. They even lecture on international 
law, and make out a case for its existence, though it is 
not apparent to the naked eye of the man in the third- 
class carriage reading the Dailj Express or the Evening 
Standard. 

They lecture on every ‘ism’ which was invented by 
human brains to attain the perfect form of govern- 
ment which they endeavoured, and still endeavour, to 
impose upon their fellow-citizens for their own 
good, even though they must wade through blood and 
terror to make them happy. 

These students hear lectures now upon Com- 
munism, Pascism, Nazism, Pacifism, and other creeds 
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which are at present in debate ; though the fanatics of 
each feidi are unaware of the scientific analysis by 
which they are being probed and measured by the 
students of die L.S.E. 

Professor Gregory, Professor Plant, Professor 
Robbins, have been lecturing on Contemporary 
British Problems of Economics. They think they 
know a lot about it, and it might be helpful if the two 
Front Benches of the House of Commons took a few 
courses under them. Then they too might begin to 
know something about it. 

Professor Guinsberg and Professor Mannheim are 
lecturing on Sociology, and Mr. Marshall has been 
giving twenty lectures on the social developments of 
modem England. It is the story and analysis of all that 
has happened in this land to get a decent way of life 
for the common crowd — not yet fully achieved, but 
on the whole not too bad compared with other 
tribes. 

There is a statistical department where large 
numbers of young men and women leam to measure 
up almost everydiing from birth to death in all the 
populations of the world, and in every class of 
economic problem, by cold little figures which have 
no mercy on sentiment, imagination, or oratorical 
vagueness. They ought to teH the exact truth about 
almost everything, except that even figures may be 
awful liars — ^which is rather worrying to diose who 
tend to rely upon them. 
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Here then is a power-house of human intelligence, 
as far as it goes, and not negligible in its influence 
upon our modem world of thought. It is the G.H.Q. 
of statistical information, under the direction of men 
like Sir William Beveridge and Sir Josifli Stamp. It is 
a workshop of planning for the present and future. 
It is an information department for those who want 
any facts to back up their theories. When Ministers 
of State want special information they send round here 
for it, and get it. 

Many of the debates in the House of Commons on 
such subjects as the birth-rate, or the nourishment of 
school children, are conducted on figures and facts 
provided by this power-house. 

The French Government applies to it for in- 
foimation, though French students are rare in its 
lecture rooms. 

The dreamers of a new China make their plans 
firom the study of Chinese students at the London 
School of Economics. 

The world that is coming, if it comes without a 
crash, will be permeated with the ideas and visions 
derived from the 200,000 volumes stored in the 
library of this School. Here are the blue prints and 
the brains which will help to make that Brave New 
World-^to which older and traditional min ds, like 
mine, look forward with apprehension and horror. 
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2 


Left-Wing Laski 

But I have been too long in getting to that lunch 
•with Professor Harold Lasld. 

Of all the brains in the London School of Economics 
his is, perhaps, the most nimble, audacious, card- 
indexed, and disturbing. It is perhaps also the most 
influential, because many thousmds of young and 
forward-thinking minds read Laski, quote Laski, and 
bow their heads three times when his name is 
mentioned. In China they know him. In India they 
have his books on their shelves. In Japan his essays 
are hidden by students who do not accept the faith of 
their fathers. In the United States every university 
knows Laski as well as they do Sinclair Lewis, and 
when an article appears by him in Harpers^ Magazine^ 
as often it does, young fellows jfrom Columbia 
College to the University of Washington read it with 
a belief in revelation. 

He gave me lunch, and I knew that I was sitting 
opposite a man who wants to change our social 
system in a way which I should find extraordinarily 
xmpleasant, which would probably deprive me of my 
house and garden and selfish pleasures. It would drag 
down many of my friends to ruin. It would destroy 
the last relics of individualism, and create a human 
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ant-heap under one law and one discipline in this land 
of so-called liberty (we have quite a lot compared 
with other folk) and would leave the older traditional 
people derelict and broken in an imcomfortable 
world. 

He is a charming little man. 

Watching him across the table I thought how 
absurd it would be to think of him as one of those 
dark and sinister men who want to raise the Red Flag 
and dabble it from time to time in human gore! 
Behind his round spectacles he looks very young and 
boyish, though he is in the forties. A smile darts into 
his eyes and lights up his schoolboy face. He talks 
simply, unaffectedly, and brilliantly. I had an idea 
that he must have been a wonder-child in his cradle. 
At twenty-four years of age he was negotiating im- 
portant affairs between such men as Haldane, and 
Milner, and Lloyd George. During the war he had a 
Chair at Harvard. He has absorbed vast stores of 
facts, all of which are perfectly arranged in his mind, 
and perfectly remembered. He has one of those 
deadly memories which slay the inaccurate thinker 
and loose-mouthed orator. 

Once, I am told, he was in debate with a certain 
statesman who misquoted a sentence from Khrl 
Marx. Laski smiled — ^his boyish snaile — and said: 
“That’s not quite right.* Then he quoted a whole 
p&gs from Karl Marx in Gennan. An awful fellow to 
meet in open debate! 
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He told me a good deal about the work at the 
London School of Economics. 

"What goes on in the students^ minds?” I asked, as 
we passed groups of them. "Do they have a sense of 
apprehension about a coming war? Does the spectre 
aflFright them?” 

He nodded. 

“It certainly does ! They feel that it is futile to go 
on studying, and making plans, and dreaming dreams, 
if at the end of it the shambles is waiting for them. 
They can^t do anything about it. Who can?” 

He spoke of the extraordinary development of the 
School during the past thirty years, or so, when it was 
first started in a very small way. 

“Most of these students,” he told me, "come from a 
class not endowed with the wealth of this world. 
This place is an Open Sesame to them. They are all 
very keen. Something must come of all this in- 
telligence unless it is fimstrated by war.” 

He took me up into his room, and talked of his early 
experiences in the United States as student of inter- 
national law and political science. His hero was an old 
man named Holmes, the son of Oliver Wendell 
Holmes, who wrote The Autocrat of the Breaifast Table 
and other lovely books. He showed me a facsimile of 
the old man’s notes of the books he had read year by 
year. At ninety, or thereabouts, he was still an 
insatiable reader. He had read more books in a year 
than most men read in ten. 
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Laski gave me a book of his own: The Else oj 
Emopean Liberalism, and I have been reading it with 
admiration and annoyance. It is a brilliant study, 
stuffed vdth historical research. It has almost (but 
not quite) undermined the foundations of my faith in 
the Liberal ideal. His thesis is that Liberalism was 
restricted in its purpose and ideal to gaining liberty, 
free from all restraint, to acquire and safeguard 
property, to make profits, to increase trade and 
commerce for the merchant and middle class, without 
consideration for the toiling masses, kept low in 
wages and social conditions so that they should not 
interfere with the traders, the money-makers, and the 
small gentry. He quotes evidence in support of this 
from the Eighteenth-Century idealists — ^the makers of 
the French Revolution, the Code Napoleon, and the 
writings of Voltaire and other men who have been 
regarded as the apostles of democracy. 

That is a harsh view of Liberalism, which Laski 
softens in a passage or two, and it is one which I find 
hard to accept, having been steeped in the Liberal 
tradition which has coloured all my thoughts and 
feelings. But Laski makes out a good case as counsel 
for the prosecution of the Liberal idea. I should hate 
to challenge him in open debate. 

He and GoUancz run a Left Book Club which has, I 
believe, been very successfiil. If it isn’t one of the 
most subversive influences in this country I am much 
mistaken. It challenges our social system, and the 
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whole structure of Capitalism, not easy to defend 
with all these profiteers about, and so much callous 
wealth — ^from every side. It is distinctly Red in its 
hue of thought and I dislike that colour which reminds 
me of blood. 

But Professor Harold Laski disarms one by his 
glinting smile, his good nature, his intellectual 
charm. One of his friends gave me a line on him. 

“Harold J. Laski is one of the acutest minds on the 
Left side of England; and he is well over to the Left, 
though not as far as Moscow. He is resolute for 
freedom of the mind. That is to say, whether a 
Government is Right or Left Laski is sure to be an 
inveterate rebel. Our own Labour Party knows that. 
Labour people are always nervous when Laski is 
actively about, because he is hard on all soft and 
indecisive stuff, and snipes blithely but unerringly. 
His mind, as well as being acute, is as cheerful as a 
boy’s who knows he can face the Dons with wider and 
better knowledge. In fact, he used to do that at 
Oxford when he was an undergraduate. 

“He still looks an insignificant boyish figure. He 
surprises people when they learn he is a professor in 
constitutional history. What they are chiefly aware 
of is a pair of large round spectacles and a mischievous 
smile. He has a habit of waiting inconspicuously 
while ponderous big-wigs are letting loose large 
solemnities; building up, we will say, their massy 
eloquence; and then coming in with a quiet voice. 
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and that smile, to bring down the lot with a funny 
anecdote, devastatingly relevant. So there are those 
who hate the little man. His tactics in debate are 
diabolical!” 

The Librarian of the London School of Economics 
in charge of those 200,000 volumes and a vast 
number of pamphlets, reviews, and other printed 
matter, is Dr. Dickenson, the son-in-law of the 
greatest master of English prose to-day. I mean, of 
course, H. M. Tomlinson, who writes like an angel, 
being one, though God knows he doesn’t look like it. 

“I suppose the minds that come out of this School 
are on the Left?” I asked Dr. Dickenson, disguising 
my apprehension of the Left if it goes beyond my mild 
form of Liberalism and my hatred of all violence. 

“Inevitably,” he said. “They are young. Their 
minds look forward.” 

“The Extreme Left?” I asked with some anxiety. 

He reassured me. 

“There is a small Commimist group here, but it 
doesn’t amount to much. The majority are followers 
of the Labour Party, but there is a strong Liberal 
society and a stronger Conservative club. Many 
of the Governors are Conservatives. The mind of 
England is represented in all its angles and all its 
traditional conservatism, in spite of the natural 
instinct of the younger mind to be in revolt against 
conventions, and the established system, whatever it 
maybe.” 
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So there it is, this remarkable workshop of 
intelligence. I am inclined to think that it is more 
important than Oxford or Cambridge in making the 
England of to-morrow. I do not disguise my own 
anxieties as to the sort of England it will be, but I 
hope for the best. There is a lot of room for 
improvement. 



IV. The New Commonwealth 


I 

The Huntsmen oj fence 

T here are many minds appalled by this 
horrible menace of war. They refuse in their 
souls to accept the possibility of its apparition. 
All over England there are Peace Societies, pouring 
out words and propaganda against the futility and 
wickedness of war. But they are preaching mostly to 
the converted, and not reaching out much to other 
nations whose leaders are scornful of the peace ideal 
and raise their hands in salute to a forest of bayonets 
above the heads of their well-trained youth. 

There are many kinds of pacifists and busy peace- 
makers who believe that they are having a race with 
time and the devil. Most of them have no plan. They 
hate war, but how can they stop it? They uphold the 
League of Nations with a sense of despair in its 
impotence. They reaflBnn their belief in “collective 
security" though it broke down hopelessly over 
Abyssinia. 

Some of them like Canon “Dick” Sheppard and 
Aldous Hxixley adopt the policy of non-resistance 
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whatever enemy may attack. They advocate the 
resignation to martyrdom of the Early Christians who 
put up no fight against Caesar and his gladiators, and 
surrendered their bodies to the wild beasts. From a 
Christian point of view that may be the only con- 
sistent attitude as far as one’s own body is concerned, 
but they would be sacrificing other peoples’ bodies to 
the beasts — the bodies of our babes, and millions of 
helpless people under our protection, to say nothing 
of our liberties and our moral code. The Beast would 
triumph and would have many victims. 

There are other types of mind to whom this drift to 
war is equally abhorrent, but they have diflFerent 
ideas for averting it. 

One of them is a man whom one would not easily 
imagine as an idealist with a plan of peace, judging 
him by personal appearance or outward characteristics. 
For people obsessed with this ideal are, as a rule, 
"sickied o’er with the pale cast of thought”; but this 
man has a ruddy skin and a soldierly look. The 
Pacifists are caricatured as wearing their hair long and 
being thin-chested and anaemic. But this man, who 
has devoted twenty years of his life and fortune to the 
prevention of that “next war” and all others, is a 
hunting man with blue eyes which have scanned many 
a field where the hounds are out, and he has a hearty 
way with him and a fine joyous laugh. 

I once travelled with him years ago on a long 
railway journey. We were both on the way to 
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Geneva to attend the Assembly of the League of 
Nations as observers and supporters of that attempt to 
establish co-operation among peoples who had been 
killing each other in great numbers not long before. 

My travelling companion was known to his friends 
as D, D., which is short for David Davies. He is 
now Lord Davies, but it makes no difference to his 
laugh. 

In the railway carriage, I remember, as we rushed 
across Europe, he talked a good deal about his ideas 
for an international police force which would act, if 
need be, as guardians of the people, but at other times 
he pulled out a little red book in which he kept the 
names and records of his hounds. Those names were 
sweet music to his soul, and made him break out into 
song — mostly hjrmns — ^which he trolled out like 
marching songs so that they became quite cheerful, 
and would have pleased St. Francis of Assisi who used 
merry tunes for his glad praises of Christ his belovM. 

I believe the saints would have liked this cheery 
Welshman because he has the heart of a boy, and a gay 
spirit, and great courage in the service of the Prince of 
Peace. 

I saw something of his courage in those early years 
after the war. His plan of peace seemed fantastic to 
many cynics. They ridiculed it, but he didn’t take 
umbrage. He became a passionate propagandist of his 
idea for a new Commonwealth of Nations, submitting 
their differences to a supreme Court of Equity, 
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and defending world peace, not by independent 
armies, but by an international police force. 

It would have been so much more pleasing to him 
to go on keeping his pack of hounds and living the life 
of a country squire, but he became a student and a 
writing man. He wrote many pamphlets and had 
them published at his own expense, and distributed to 
people who in many cases, no doubt, pitched them 
into the waste-paper basket. He wrote long books 
which cost him a lot of time and a lot of study, and 
study must be a strain on a man who loves the cry of 
the hounds and the whistle of the wind. He plunged 
deep into the peace plans of ancient philosophers and 
medieval scholars, and startled high-brow gentlemen 
who thought they knew everything but had missed 
these. He was the disciple of an idea which has been 
moving in the mind of thinkers looking out upon a 
world of anarchy and warfare since the first oases of 
civilisation; an idea which lapsed from time to time, 
and was forgotten, and then reappeared. 

It was restated rather well by one of his own 
countrymen — ^few people have heard of Richard 
Price — ^in the eighteenth century. 

"Let every state with respect to its internal 
concerns be continued independent of all the rest: 
and let a general confederation be formed by the 
appointment of a Senate consisting of representatives 
from all the different states. Let this Senate possess 
the power of managing all the common concerns of 
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the united States, and of judging and deciding 
between them as a common Arbiter or Umpire in all 
disputes, haviag at the same time under ils direction the 
common force of the states to support its decisions” 

“D. D,” as we used to call him — ^it’s hard to get out 
of the habit — ^has founded a society to study this 
idea of a commonwealth of nations, sovereign and 
independent in their own systems of government, but 
obedient to the decisions of a Court of Justice and 
Equity on all disputes between themselves, and en- 
forcing the law if need be by a police force which, in 
the last resort, would be used against any nation 
acting in a criminal way against its neighbours and in 
defence of the law. 

All that of course goes beyond the Covenant of the 
League of Nations as now existing, because there is no 
recognised international law, and no international 
police force taking the place of private armies and 
ready for immediate action in case of need. 


2 

Lions and Lambs 

The New Commonwealth, founded by my cheery 
friend for the promotion and study of this peace plan, 
started in a very small way. Now it has branches in 
many countries, including Gennany, and has attracted 



MEN AND IDEAS 


281 


distinguished minds of many political shades of 
thought. 

Its membership is extraordinary in this country. 
The President of the British section is Winston 
Churchill, that stormy petrel who is now a convert — 
he says — to the principles of Collective Security. 
Socialists like Snowden, Attlee, and Philip Noel 
Baker are vice-presidents with such anti-Socialists as 
the Marquess of Crewe, Duff Cooper (Minister of 
War), Viscount Astor and Sir Robert Home. Paci- 
fists like Sir Norman Angell and Lord Cecil, and that 
sturdy old champion of international peace, the 
Right Honourable George Barnes, support this New 
Commonwealth idea with GeneraJ Macdonogh, who 
was our Chief of Intelligence in the war, Major- 
General Sir Frederick Maurice, and General Sir 
Ernest Swinton. 

Conunissioner Lamb of the Salvation Army, and 
Dr. Hertz a Jewish Rabbi, are in the same list of vice- 
presidents as the Archbishops of York and Wales, the 
Bishops of Chelmsford, Durham, Lichfield, Liver- 
pool, and St. Asaph, and the Dean of Canterbury. 
The head of Imperial Chemicals (who makes quite a 
lot of high explosives) is on the same roll-call as that 
child Beverley Nichols who wrote a very passionate 
book against that class of business. Vice-Admiral 
Gordon Campbell, V.C., is there with Allen of Hurt- 
wood, who was a conscientious objector in time of 
war. Great lawyers, scientists, economists, and 
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industrialists are fellow-members of that organisation 
called The New Commonwealth, which has its 
headquarters at Thomey House, Westminster. 

It has an influence beyond its munbers on English 
thought to-day and is worth joining, I think, by 
anyone who wishes to support some constructive 
plan of law and order in this European jungle of 
passion and anarchy. It is the ultimate ideal — the 
goal towards which humanity must move, or perish. 
Is there time to get there before reason is over- 
whelmed? To pretend that it exists now imder the 
magic phrase “Collective Security” would be folly 
beyond words. 

I went round one day recently to see the founder of 
this society — that man of Wales who has a dream in 
his mind and a laugh in his heart, and a desperate 
purpose to do something to save the young manhood 
of the world, and this civilisation, such as it is. 

He gave a Tally-ho ! at the sight of me, and raised 
his hand in a high salute. 

“Here’s a good story you might like to hear,” he 
said. “It comes from Wales.” 

It was a good story, but not for this page, having 
nothing to do with world peace. 

Presently he sat down at the table and ^ve a kind 
of groan. 

“What do you think of things?” he asked. “Better 
or worse?” 

He was not pleased by news which had reached him 
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from Germany and Spain. I had asked to see him for 
ten minutes, but we talked for two hours, and the 
gist of it I put down here, leaving out our 
conversational interludes. It states his case ratlier 
well. 

“There’s no doubt that we’re steadily drifting 
towards war,” he said. “Our descent dovm the 
slippery slope is littered with the debris of lost 
opportunities and broken pledges.” 

He gave a list of them. 

“There was America’s repudiation of the League. 
When the United States withdrew from its member- 
ship, the moral authority of the League was seriously 
impaired and it has never recovered from this 
initial set-back. The seizure of Vilna, and the 
invasion of the Ruhr, followed by the bombardment 
of Corfu by Mussolini, demonstrated to the world 
that the members of the new International Authority 
were governed by expediency rather than by the 
principles of equity and justice. 

“The rejection of the 1924 Protocol, mainly at the 
instigation of Great Britain, blocked the development 
of the League, and prevented it from assuming the 
responsibilities ofan hitemational Authority. Locarno 
was a sorry substitute. 

“The rejection by Japan of the recommendations of 
the Lytton Commission, and the failure of the League 
to apply financial and economic sanctions, still further 
undermined its prestige and authority. 
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“The Italo-Abyssiniaa debacle robbed the League 
of the last shreds of its influence, and convinced the 
smaller nations that they could no longer regard it as 
the sheet anchor of their existence and security.” 

He added some more items of this Catalogue of 
Failure in recent history. 

“The demilitarised zones of the Rhineland and the 
Dardenelles, which we all hoped would be valuable 
precedents for a preventive policy against war, are 
now being refortified. Then there’s Danzig — a Free 
City under the protection of the League. During the 
last few weeks it has been thrown to the wolves, and 
the supporters of the League find themselves in 
concentration camps and prisons. 

“Lastly, the Disarmament Conference has ended in 
feilure, with the result that each sovereign nation has 
now entered a rearmament race, bound sooner or 
later to end in a titanic stru^le, unless in the 
meantime saner counsels prevail, and a bold attempt 
is made to abolish international anarchy, and to 
substitute in its place the rule of law.” 

In spite of all this he hasn’t abandoned all hope of 
the League and doesn’t despair of the League ideal. 

“It still lives, maybe in an attenuated form, but we 
ou^t to remember that it has prevented more than 
one war and done many usefiil jobs. There’s no 
reason why it shouldn’t acquire fi-esh strength and 
vigour if its members are determined to profit by past 
experience, and apply the lessons derived from its 
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failures to the future development of an effective 
international autiiority. What other hope is there?” 


3 

The 'Reign of Law 

“We must get back to the reign of law,” said my 
peace-loving friend, after we had discussed the need 
of tolerance in international affairs — ^tolerance of 
other peoples’ ideas and systems of government. 

“How do you define that mystical word Law?” I 
asked. 

He said that it possessed three attributes. First, 
that it must be supported by public opinion ; 
secondly, that it must be capable of modification and 
amendment by means of a peaceful procedure, and 
thirdly, that it can be enforced if necessary by the 
imposition of sanctions. 

“Intemational law in its present form,” he said, 
“does not possess these attributes ; therefore it is not 
law at aU. It’s merely a fiction, because no peaceful 
procedure exists at present to alter the law and there 
is no or^nised sanction to uphold it. There’s no 
machinery for the revision of treaties to bring them 
into conformity with changed conditions, and to 
express the dynamic principle in intemational, 
relationships. War — ^the duel — ^bas been, and still is 
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the instrument of change, and so long as we acquiesce 
in this arrangement we are bound sooner or later to 
drift into war.” 

He developed his argument about the necessity of 
an International Police Force to enforce and uphold 
the law. Treaties, he said, can be tom up with 
impunity whenever a nation decides to denounce a 
Pact, and believes it is strong enough to do so. 

“During the last two years Germany has repudiated 
most of her obligations under the Treaty of Versailles. 
From the strictly judicial standpoint she was hope- 
lessly in the wrong. Hitler had no right to take 
unilateral action in denouncing a treaty which, rightly 
or wrongly, was an integral part of the public law 
of Europe. On the other hand, as there was no peacefiil 
procedure to adjudicate upon Germany’s grievances, 
it’s difficult to see what other course was open to her. 
How could she secure relief from what she considered 
to be the unjust terms imposed upon her, to which 
she had only agreed at the point of the bayonet?” 

What he kept emphasising was that the idea of 
equity or justice never seems to enter into this so- 
called system of international law, and so long as 
these ideas are excluded, it is idle to suggest, he 
thinks, that there can be any real Commonwealth of 
Nations, or that we can avert the drift towards war. 
Consequently, he thinks, we are driven to the 
conclusion that in order to establish the rule of law, 
two things at least are essential — first, a peaceful 
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procedure for the settlement of all disputes, including 
what are described as political issues, and secondly, 
an adequate and, if possible, an overwhelming sanction 
to deter an aggressor from the crime of war, to 
uphold the sanctity of treaties and to guarantee that 
the changes in the law recommended and decided 
upon from time to time by an International Court of 
Justice, shall become effective. 

“But war is war,” I argued, “even if it is waged by 
an International Police Force. As Dick Sheppard 
says, a Geneva bomb would kill just in the same way 
as a German bomb.” 

My friend saw no sense in that remark. 

“No one suggests,” he answered, “that because a 
country refused to carry out a decision, its in- 
habitants should be immediately attacked or bombed 
by an International Police Force. A man who 
refuses to pay his fine is not visited and instantly 
bludgeoned by a policeman because he is a defaulter; 
he is merely escorted to prison. Similarly, nations 
can be completely isolated by the imposition of 
diplomatic, financial and economic sanctions, which 
is tantamount to sending them to prison. But these 
sanctions will also be useless unless behind them, and, 
in the background, the military resources of the 
Commonwealth of International Authority, stand 
properly organised and equipped, ready to intervene 
if need be, and to go to the assistance of any nation 
which is the victim of aggression.” 
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He pointed to the experience of the Italo- Abyssinian 
War. 

It seemed to him to prove conclusively that 
financial and economic sanctions will not suffice, 
alone, either to deter a nation from going to war or 
to extinguish the conflagration once it has started. 
The threat of military reprisals by Mussolini against 
individual members of the League, especially Great 
Britain, who were prepared to apply the oil sanction, 
sufficed, he said, to strangle that proposal. 

Had there been a powerful International Police 
Force, supported by all the members of the League, 
that threat, he thought, would never have been made ; 
in fact, in his belief, there would have been no war at 
all. It was, he said, the absence of any police force 
— organised before, not after, the crisis had arisen — 
which brought about the collapse of economic 
sanctions, destroyed the authority of the League and 
contributed to the humiliation of the British Empire. 

All this leads him to the conclusion that there can 
be no real security for peace unless provision has 
been made for these two vital institutions: an 
Equity Tribxmal and International Police Force, 
because until they have been established, he main- 
tains, the rule of law caimot become operative. 

“Well, to sum it all up ^ I si^gested. 

He summed it all up. 

“It’s for this reason that the New Commonwealth 
Society has come into existence to preach the gospel 
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that all disputes must be settled by recourse to 
reason, instead of brute force, and to proclaim the 
principle that the only right or moral use of force is 
the policing function. It endeavours to concentrate 
public opinion on the necessity for these two 
institutions as essential to the successful working of 
the League. 

“Of course, it’s not intended that they should 
supersede the existing machinery. On the contrary, 
we regard the League of Nations as the foundation 
upon which to build, and we suggest that both these 
institutions should be grafted on to its present 
organisation. 

“I’m sure we all agree that war — the ancient 
practice of trial by battle — ought to be abolished. 
But people are tired of listening merely to the 
denunciation of war, of its horrors and sufferings, its 
immorality and futility. What everyone wants to 
know is this — How are we going to put a stop to it? 
How are we going to prevent it? 

“The answer of the New Commonwealth is: by 
expressing our determination to abolish it in terms of 
institutions and organisation, and this, I believe, can 
only be accomplished on the basis of justice. At 
present these institutions don’t exist, with the result 
that the collective will to peace is thwarted and 
baulked. The inevitable consequence is that nations, 
instead of preparing for peace, are preparing for 
war.” 

K* 
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This argument — ^which I have given at some length 
because I think it is a well-reasoned statement of a 
great idea — seems to me convincing on general 
principles. But I cannot see, I confess, any immediate 
hope of its adoption by nations like Germany and 
Italy — though miracles may happen even there, 
especially when miracles are aided by economic 
pressures, and by the enonnous dangers of general 
ruin which would overtake aU nations alike if war is 
the only argument. But I am desperately afraid that 
this idea of collective security may be used by a 
group of nations before it is collective and before it is 
secure. 

As Winston Churchill — that realist — ^said in a 
speech to The New Commonwealth — ^it was a great 
gathering of the most distinguished minds in England 
— ^We don’t want to proceed under the name of 
‘collective security’ like a flock of sheep advancing to 
the butcher.” But as he also added: “What alterna- 
tive is there to this plan and purpose of The New 
Commonwealth ?” 

The Labour Party has been using the words 
“Collective Security” as a magic incantation,, and 
urging the Government to found its policy upon that 
basis. But at the present time, without the United 
Slates, Japan, Germany and Italy, it has no basis, and 
no reality. To pretend that it has reality now would 
be to involve this coimtry in wars which we should 
have to fight mainly alone, or vdth Russia and 



France in another “World War.” We must build the 
New Commonwealth on a broader and firmer basis 
than that. 

But The New Commonwealth holds up the 
standard of faith in Justice and Equity, and the 
defence of Law by international police. It’s worth 
working for, I think. 

Younger men looking to the future ought to join 
it. Its ideals will happen one day. 



V. The Squire of Chartwell Manor 


I 

A Man of Kent 

I WENT one day down to Kent to see a man who by 
his genius and character is in direct line of descent 
with the political leaders of English history — ^Fox, 
Pitt, Pal m erston — ^and further back than that to his 
own ancestor, the Duke of Marlborough, and the 
contemporaries of that great soldier and adventurer 
in the days of Queen Anne. It was, of course, 
Winston Churchill. 

I had a particular and, for me, extraordinary 
reason for going to see him. I had been given, as I 
have told elsewhere in this book, a number of fects 
about our Air Force which revealed a very un- 
satisfactory state of affairs, to say the least of it, from 
the point of view of national defence in the event of a 
war happening within the next few years. It seemed 
inconsistent in me — ^I was conscious of the in- 
consistency — ^friat I should be the carrier of this 
information, believing as I did that the piling up of 
annaments by all the nations, in fierce and fearful 
competition, and especially the crowding of the skies 
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with fighting and bombing aeroplanes, was bound to 
lead to the enormous calamity of another great war 
unless the leaders of Europe recoiled in time. 

But I was imder a pledge to hand on certain secret 
facts to Winston Churchill, and there were other 
reasons, less urgent, why I wanted to call on him. 
He paints pictures in oil colours and I wanted to see 
what land of work he did. And I wanted to have a 
talk with a man whose books I have read with 
immense admiration for their quality of historical 
writing, and whose career — ^with all its faults and all 
its failures — ^will be vmtten in history also as that of 
the most brilliant and dynamic figure of our time. 

I was a few minutes late in arriving for limch, 
because on a first visit to his house of Chartwell 
Manor, near Westerham, in Kent, where he has 
lived for many years, it is not easy to find the way. I 
pushed a little bell at the side of a heavy oak door, 
between two elaborately carved columns in a great 
square brick house of Georgian, or Queen Anne, 
style. 

“Mr. Churchill is waiting for you,” said the servant, 
and I found him waiting, not impatiently, in a room 
where he was painting with a friend. He seemed to 
have a hundred brushes, and I was filled with 
admiration and envy. But lunch vras ready, and while 
he washed his hands his friend — a distinguished 
physicist — ^led me to the room where we were going 
to eat. 
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It was an immense room like a dining-hall in some 
old monastery, very plainly and barely furnished, 
except for a few paintings on the walls by the master 
of the house. In a few moments he came to join us at 
table and gave me one quick smiling look as he sat down , 

“The last time I met you,” he said, “was during the 
war at an old chSteau in France.” 

“A long time ago now,” I remarked. 

“Yes. And all of us have grown older since then.” 

I remembered him perfectly as he looked at that 
time, very young for his years, very alert, and quick 
in movement. Now he was heavier, stouter, older. 
But I knew that I had changed even more, though not 
in bulk. 

“Tell me what you know about the Air Force,” he 
said. 

I told him the facts which had been given to me and 
which I believed to be reliable. He listened atten- 
tively, and surprised me by doing so. I have noticed 
so often that men who have held high positions do not 
listen much. They like to do all the telling, and all 
the talking. But I soon found that I was “bringing 
coals to Newcastle.” Churchill had all the facts. 
There was very little he didn’t know about the 
technical deficiencies of our aircraft and organisation. 

“I have made it my subject lately,” he said. “And of 
course I get information from all sources. I don’t 
weave these things out of my imagination. I Avill read 
you out the private report I made to the Government 
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on this subject. I think you will find I have covered 
most of your points.” 

He certainly had, and I was impressed by his 
memory and mastery of such technical problems such 
as the range, weight, carrying capacity, equipment, 
and speed of various types of aircraft. Now and 
again he turned to his firiend, the distinguished 
physicist, for confirmation of his statements and that 
quiet man opposite nodded and said: “That’s right.” 

Then he spoke of the general world situation, and 
was not pleased with it, but was not quite hopeless 
about the possibilities of avoiding another great war. 

“If we can get over the next two years there’s a 
chance that we may keep the peace. The present 
dangers may be averted by the internal break-down of 
dictatorships, and a general relaxation of tension. 
Meanwhile, strange as it may seem, I put my fitith in 
the League of Nations !” 

He laughed for a moment as though conscious that 
this might be regarded by some of his critics as an 
unbelievable statement. 

“I’m all in favour,” he explained, “of collective 
security against any aggressor nation.” 

I reminded him of the private speech he had made 
when he said that it would be foolish to adopt the 
collective security of a flock of sheep advancing on 
their way to the butcher. 

There was a smile in his eyes at the remembrance of 
this phrase. 
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“Quite so! But we may get a combination of 
nations backing the idea of collective security — ^so 
strong that even Germany would hesitate to attack. 
I don’t see any other alternative as a working policy 
for us. Isolation is out of the question. Therefore 
we must collect with us all the nations who are 
prepared to resist any other big power if it becomes 
aggressive or wants to play the bully. There’s already 
a formidable reaction against Hitler’s Germany.” 

I ventured to talk a little about the desire of all 
Germans — or nearly all — ^for friendship with us, and 
told some of my experiences of the warm welcome 
which any Englishman gets in any part of Germany. 

“All that could be so easily switched off to another 
direction,” he answered. “Germany of course is 
anxious to be friends with us if we undertake not to 
stand between her and what she believes to be her 
destiny; and if we give her everything for which she 
asks.” 

Coffee came and Winston Churchill lit a long cigar 
which he smoked in a holder so that it looked even 
longer. We lingered at table talking over many 
aspects of the international situation, and the 
possibility of war in the air. He did not believe that a 
decisive victory could be obtained by enemy air- 
craft. People will endure it, and the survivors will go 
on resisting as they are doing in Spain. 

“But I’m not one of those who believe that another 
war is inevitable,” he told me. “I still have hopes that 
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we may get time to make some reasonable form of 
peace.” 

He spoke of his efforts on behalf of national 
defence. 

“I’ve done my best to warn the Government and 
the nation of our deficiencies — ^in the air especially. 
If they won’t do anything about it I have at least a 
clear conscience, and at my age one takes a philo- 
sophical attitude if one has done all one can. Come 
and have a look at things outside. You had better put 
on a pair of goloshes. It’s a bit boggy, here and 
there.” 


2 

The English Balbus 

I put on a spare pair of goloshes, kept for his 
guests, and followed him throu^ his fields and 
grounds. He has an enchanting place beyond his 
manor house, with lovely woods above a valley which 
is on a plateau five hundred feet up. He has altered 
nature to suit his own purpose and pleasure, using 
some springs and watercourses to make three little 
lakes — and not so little either — ^where a variety of 
ducks and geese and swans, and waterfowl, some of 
them of foreign breeds, give life to a picture which is 
good. I could see that his heart is in this place, and 
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that he loves every stick and stone of it, and the birds 
and fish he has placed in its waters. 

He has been a great builder here, using his 
inexhaustible reserve of energy — ^untired by politics, 
the stupendous strain of the war-days, the writing of 
books, and journalism, and the painting of pictures — as 
a bricklayer and plasterer. I stared in admiration at a big 
sw immin g pool he has made lined with green cement. 
But that was nothing compared with my astonishment 
and homage at his prowess as a builder of walls. 

He has built mighty walls surrounding his firuit and 
kitchen gardens. They stand straight and strong, with 
good red bricks, and every one of those bricks in 
many of the walls was laid by his own hand, though 
he has had help with otihers. He has built his own 
studio, and into that I went to see some of his 
paintings after our long walk round, when he strode 
ahead across the wet fields, talking a good deal. 

Astonishing man! He has all the talents. These 
pictures, of which he has hundreds, were good 
work, far beyond die reach of a talented amateur, 
I thought. They showed a touch of genius. He has 
a fine sense of colour. He knows how to draw. 
There was atmosphere and light in these studies of 
Morocco, and the Riviera and the English country- 
side, and still life of glass and pottery and flowers. 
Every stroke of his brush is decisive. I thought of 
my own little efforts in this adventure of colour, and 
felt abadied. 
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“It’s a very absorbing hobby,” he said. “One 
forgets everything when one’s painting. I often think 
how tired one got if one had to stand for half an hour 
on parade, but one can stand at one’s easel for two 
hours without a sense of fatigue. And one forgets 
one’s meal-times, and all the cares of life, and every 
other thing, while one is trying to get something 
down on to a bit of canvas.” 

“Well do I know!” I agreed. “I become completely 
immoral when I tiy to paint. That’s to say, I neglect 
every duty and nothing else matters.” 

He turned to me presently with a laugh — ^we were 
on the way back to his courtyard — and said some- 
thing which shocked me for a moment. 

“You’re one of the goody-goodies, aren’t you?” he 
asked. 

This vras a bit of a blow after Ms friendly hospitality. 

If he had called me a wicked fellow, or a bandit, 
or a man lacking in moral sense I should not have been 
so hurt. 

“A goody-goody?” I asked hotly. “What do you 
mean by that?” 

“One of the Pacifists,” he answered. “Like Dick 
Sheppard and his successors.” 

“I’m a stem realist,” I told him, uneasily. 

He laughed good-naturedly, but didn’t believe 
me. 

“All I. want,” I said, “is to push off this war we’ve 
been talking about.” 
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“Well,” he said, “I agree with you! That’s all I 
want, too. Only I believe we must be strong in order 
to keep the peace.” 

He gave me his hand, cordially. 

I went away with that phrase making me laugh to 
myself, and yet rankling. How awful to be called a 
goody-goody! And how very imtrue as far as I am 
concerned! For, alas, I have none of the simple faith, 
or the spiritual courage, of the Rev. Dick Sheppard, 
who believed in non-resistance to armed force, and 
was convinced that the only way of stopping war with 
aeroplanes, poison gas, and other scientific means of 
slaughter is by the utter refiosal to take part in such 
murderous adventures, and to lay down one’s arms 
whatever enemy is on the war-path. 

That is a counsel of perfection which I caimot 
follow because it would mean not only one’s ovm 
martyrdom in the arena by the wild beasts — and that 
is not an easy thing to suffer in these days of little 
faith! — but it would mean also — ^wouldn’t it? — ^the 
loss of all liberty, the surrender of civilisation, the 
massacre of the innocents among aU peoples under 
our protection, and the victory of the beast over the 
greater part of the world, before — ^if ever — ^the beast 
became tamed and converted by its ovm victims. 
Who has the courage and faith to go that way of 
sacrifice? Who will ask others to make that surrender 
and accept that martyrdom? Who wiU do so in this 
age of cruelty? 
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Churchill had touched on that at lunch, I 
remembered. 

“The extreme Pacifists don’t realise,” he said, “that 
modem weapons are the one means of protection 
against attack by superior forces. If we were to 
abandon guns and high explosives, and go back to 
swords and knives, or sticks and stones, man-power 
would have it all its own way. A big bully nation 
would advance upon the little peoples and over- 
whelm them. There would be no security — ^and no 
means of defence — ^for those who wish to live in peace 
and get on with their jobs.” 

Churchill had given me a pin-prick by his mocking 
phrase, meant good-naturedly. He believes, and has 
always believed, in big navies and big guns. Now he 
believes in a big air force. But his mind seems to be 
moving in the direction of a union of European 
nations acting together for the support of law and 
order and general peace. He is — ^under the stress of 
this menace to our own interests, ideas, and need 
of self-preservation — ^prepared to revive the League of 
Nations and to support its principles of international 
justice, which so far have failed. 



VI. Allen of Hurtwood 


T here is a wooded heath in Surrey called 
Hurtwood. It was very lonely once and only 
bad men — outlaws — ^knew its tracks through 
tangled undergrowth to a few clearings between old 
oak trees. Now it has been found out by lads and 
lasses who go walking with bare knees and shorts — 
the girls like Rosalind in another wood called Arden 
who wore her breeches bravely — ^and come this way 
to one of those youth hostels — Holmbury or Ewhurst 
— ^where they drop their packs and fry sausages for 
supper and sit round a hearthside tired and talkative. 
I have seen them in those glades of Hurtwood and 
liked the look of them. I have seen some of them 
hesitate at the corner of a track which looks inviting 
because it leads to the brow of the hill and an open 
view. But there is a wooden sign-board which says: 
To Hurtwood House ; so they pass on and strike the 
road to Peaselake or take another path where in April 
the cuckoo calls and on any day in any month a fellow 
named Pan pipes a note to- the spirit of modem 
youth. 

On the last day of January of last year I went down 
the way with the sign to Hurtwood House, and 
wondered what sort of place the woodland baron who 
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dwells there had built for himself. He must live in a 
rare quietude, because on working days few people 
come this way, and the squirrels and other small 
creatures have a merry time to themselves. On this 
January day the thrushes were shouting as though 
spring had come, and rabbits scuttled about the 
tree-trunks. 

The woodland lord — ^he is Allen of Hurtwood — 
hasn’t a baron’s castle here. He calls it his “little 
home” and it’s not very large, but its architect had an 
eye for a far view like the man who lives in it. It has 
an odd way of approach at the end of the long track. 
One goes down a number of steps, and then one goes 
up a number of steps — ^like the thirty-nine of John 
Buchan — to get to the front door. I wasn’t quite 
sure of that front door until it was opened to me by 
a good-looking yoiuig man in a white jacket. 

“You have a fine view from here!” I said, to show 
that I was a friendly visitor. He answered with 
enthusiasm, though I have heard it said that one 
“can’t live on a view.” 

“Yes! Wonderful, isn’t it? On a good day one can 
see the sea and the Isle of Wight.” 

He showed me into a room with this view from 
the window, but I saw neither the sea nor the Isle 
of Wight because mists were rising from sodden 
fields after a week of rain. But even through the 
noists I could see a good countryside and above them 
a lot of sky. 
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T hi s room with a view was inviting. It belonged — 
one could see at a glance — to a civilised man and 
a pleasant personality. Here was a big open hearth 
with a fire burning — ^the first sign of civilisation — 
and the walls were clad with many books which 
looked as though they had been read and were not in 
fine bindings stuck up in a row at so much a yard. At 
the end of the room was a piano and on the window- 
sill a violin. Truly here was one of the little 
sanctuaries of civilisation in the heart of a woodland 
whose roots go back to the time when the only men 
hereabouts were hiding and hunted men, rough, no 
doubt, and brutal. 

I knew something of the history of the man for 
whom I waited half a minute. He had been in prison 
three times, but for no wickedness unless judged by 
Colonel Blimp. He was one of the conscientious 
objectors against war when almost tJie whole world 
was at war, and it needed perhaps more moral 
courage of a kind to refuse to “Join Up” than to trudge 
up to the trenches under shell fire wdth all the lads. 
Anyhow, he must have had a horrible time. He was a 
young fellow in those days — about twenty-five ais far 
as I can reckon — and recently down from St. Peter’s 
College, Cambridge. He had joined the Labour 
Party and was set to found its first daily paper. He 
was a Labour delegate to Russia in 1920, and sat face 
to fece "with Lenin and talked with him. Not long 
ago he sat fece to fece with Hitler and talked wdth 
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him. How strange to meet a woodland baron who 
has talked with both those men — each with some 
power in him, some flame of the spirit, which give 
him mastery over millions of human beings, and 
established a new social system — at the opposite 
poles — ^by which they live. 

Lord Allen of Hurtwood came through the open 
door and greeted me. Years ago some book of mine 
had pleased him and he told me so. That was a 
pleasant begiiming to conversation, but even if he had 
hated everything I have written I should have been 
attracted by him and been glad to sit by his fireside. 
He has a poet’s fece, finely cut and thoughtful. He 
also has a charm of manner which nowadays is perhaps 
a little rare, except among old people. When he 
talked after filling a pipe I knew that here was a man 
who loves the things that make life sweet, and hates 
cruelty and injustice, and stupidity, and ugliness, and 
the things that make life bad for civilised minds. He 
talked without intolerance, without any doctrinaire 
rigidity of opinion and principle, utterly without 
the narrowness of the party mind. We talked to- 
gether mostly that day about the thing which one 
had to keep on talking about lest we should all 
stumble into a man-trap and even to the dark pit 
into which all good things would be hurled. The 
subject of our conversation was — ^how to prevent, 
or to push off, that menace of war which is over- 
shadowing the mind of Europe. 
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It was the day after Hitler’s speech in tihe Reichstag 
which to my mind offered a new hope of peace, 
though the immediate reaction to it in England had 
been a critical and carping comment by the 
surely dictated by some mind in the Foreign Office 
which is rigid in its refiisal to look beyond its 
traditional policy of alliance with France and a 
balance of power against Germany. 

We spoke of Hitler — ^that Man of Destiny — ^and 
Lord Allen said that he had perhaps a dual person- 
ality, ruthless and violent on one side, but on the 
other not incapable of generous views, warmth of 
emotion, some touch of spiritual fire. 

“I met him first,” he said, ‘Svhen he was new to 
power — ^reserved, a little lacking in confidence, 
rather Uke a man in a dream. But afterwards, two 
years later, when I talked with him again he had 
changed. He was much more sure of himself. His 
personality had broadened. He was more statesman- 
like, and I was surprised when we talked about naval 
limitation, or foreign diplomacy, how much he 
semned to know of the practical side of the problem 
and how much a master of detail he had become.” 

Lord Allen spoke of our missed opportunity when 
a year earlier Hitler offered to rejoin the League of 
Nations on the basis of absolute equality of status. He 
was willing to limit his army to 300,000 men. He 
was willing to agree to a limitation of aircraft, to less 
than equality with his neighbours. 
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“If we had taken. Hitler at his word then,” said Lord 
Allen, “we should not be going ahead with this fierce 
competition in armaments without any sense of 
security or finality. Emphasis was put by far too many 
of us upon the breaking of the Locarno Treaty and the 
return of German troops to the Rhineland, rather 
than upon the possibilities Hitler offered of a new 
basis and of peaceful arrangement within the League. 
That “Questionnaire” put to Germany by our Govern- 
ment was surely a grave mistake. It was wrong in 
manner. It was utterly tactless. It was bound to put 
up the backs of German leaders who were questioned 
like naughty schoolboys by an austere master, almost 
sure of their wickedness.” 

“French anger and pressure may have influenced our 
Foreign OfiSce,” I suggested. 

Lord Allen agreed. 

“Quite likely ! On that Sunday night French 
politicians were ready to march. It was touch and 
go with them.” 

“And now?” I asked. “How are we going to break 
down the suspicions and fears of France? Hitler has 
guaranteed the inviolability of French soil, but judging 
from the comments of ‘Pertmax’ and other journalists 
in Palis one would imagine that he had insulted them. 
Our Press hasn’t been much better.” 

Lord Allen thought M. Blum, the French premier, 
would be more statesmanlike. He was a philosopher 
with courage. He believed also that Anthony Edm 
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woxild get away from Foreign Office rigidity and 
answer Hitler without any naming conditions or 
pin-pricks of argument. 

“What we ought now to do,” he said, “is to take an 
initiative in favour of a general settlement, and to give 
up trying to reach the peace of Europe by hectic 
attempts to settle first one crisis and then another as 
they emerge. We ought to offer to negotiate Avith 
Germany for the first time on all subjects and from 
the starting-point of equality of status. There has 
never yet been an invitation which asked her to join 
in such a discussion, for every previous invitation has 
arisen out of some isolated crisis like the occupation 
of the Rhineland, or has taken as a jumping-off ground 
some one problem such as access to raw materials. 
This haphazard procedure can no more lead to a 
settlement than did Sir Edward Grey’s effort in 
pre-war days as he clutched at each passing critical 
event. We must ask for Germany’s friendly co- 
operation, and establish European peace upon lines 
which would not merely enforce the status quo, but 
would remove humilitating inequalities and allow for 
treaty revision, adjustment of colonial administration 
and alterations of frontiers badly drawn at Versailles 
and Trianon. Up to now Hitler has claimed to have 
the right on his side, and indeed he has often had it. 
He has never so fer struck outside the frontiers of 
his own country. If he were to refuse this offer of 
co-operation, he would put himself in the wrong 
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before all the world and especially in the eyes of 
America. I do not think he is foolish enough to slip 
into that mistake. I think the offer to negotiate a 
new and just settlement from the starting-point of 
equality might be more formidable and embarrassing 
to a nation having ambitious designs than the threat 
to mobilise force against him as an aggressor.” 

“Treaty revision raises a crowd of dangers,” I 
reminded Lord Alien. He knew them all, but was 
convinced that if there were no revision of treaties 
a greater danger would arise, the end of which would 
be war. “The offer to consider treaty revision must 
come first,” he urged, “but no concessions must be 
offered as an isolated bait to an aggressor. All 
revisions must only be part of a general scheme, 
including limitation in arms, mutual guarantees of 
security whilst negotiations are in progress, and 
ciilininating in Germany’s return to the League. . . . 
British public opinion would make concessions to 
achieve a final peace settlement of this kind which 
they would never grant as Danegeld to the aggressor. 
But remember that you cannot divorce the problem 
of treaty revision from the need to protect the peace 
whilst you are negotiating. You may need to 
emphasise first the one and then the other, but they 
are both equally important. It was Lord Cecil who 
said that in dealing with these two subjects diplomacy 
was like trying to shut a drawer which would not go 
in. It is useless trying to get the whole thing in at 
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once. One has to press a little first on one side and 
then on the other, and then in the middle.” 

Lord Allen still believed in collective security as 
the only way of protecting the peace of Europe and 
Britain’s own safety, hut he thought that the British 
public was now nervous lest this idea, which, when 
the League was complete in membership, might have 
prevented war, would in these days, when its member- 
ship was broken, possibly lead to war. The public feel 
that collective security is only a sure way of prevent- 
ing war when it has preponderant power and when 
its use can be made predictable before a crisis. 

“I am,” said Lord Allen, “under present circum- 
stances very doubtfiil whether we shall carry the 
public with us in making any more declarations 
defining our intention to take part in collective 
force, unless such declarations form part of a 
general statement of Britain’s peace policy covering 
all outstanding disputes, grievances and unsettled 
problems.” 

“The public has an tmeasy conscience about the 
existing law they are called upon to protect. They 
feel that no nation can be expected to respect tlie 
law unless all are equal before the law. If therefore 
we are to press for this vital necessity of the modem 
world, namely collective security, it must be one 
item in a declaration covering die whole subject of 
Britain’s peace policy for Europe, and we should ask 
all nations to protect the truce while negotiations 
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are proceeding. I would rather put collective force 
behind a truce leading to a new peace settlement 
than behind the existing status quo” 

I put a question to him which I phrased rather 
clumsily. 

“Do you think there is any chance of the Labour 
Party behaving in a reasonable way? It seems to me 
that their hatred of the Nazi r^ime is so intense 
that they are ready to back a war with Germany 
and almost eager for it, while at the same time they 
have a kind of fairy tale in their minds about Russia 
which they still regard as a beautiful Utopia of 
Democracy! Haven’t they become militarists, want- 
ing this country to take sides for Communism against 
Fascism in any part of the world where those two 
forces come into conflict?” 

“That is only partially true,” said Lord Allen, who 
was once an intellectual of the Labour Party. “This 
attitude of mind is a handicap to reasonable con- 
ciliation with Germany. It would get us nowhere 
except to war. But in my judgment the Labour Party 
is as suspicious of Commimism as it is of Nazism. It 
is prepared to deal with either Russia or Germany as 
a severe^ state irrespective of the regime under 
which they are governed. The trouble is that Labour 
is disposed to under-estimate the dangers of Russian 
revolutionary propaganda in Europe, and allows its 
hatred of Nazism to blind its judgment with regard 
to feir-dealing with Germany. 



312 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

But the real snag about the Labour Party at the 
moment is rather different. It alienates British public 
opinion by the bellicose manner in which it presents 
its socialist programme. Were it to introduce once 
more into its advocacy something of the spiritual 
note which inspired confidence in its early days, then 
I think it would win support, and have a chance of 
becoming an alternative government. Failing this I 
doubt whether it will again achieve office in our 
lifetime.” 

We talked round about this problem until 
presently I switched off to another aspect. 

“What about Hitler’s demand for the return of the 
German colonies? Isn’t that one of the great snags? 
Even if we were willing to give back Tanganyika — 
and I suppose we’re not — South Africa would be dead 
against it.” 

Lord Allen puffed at his pipe and looked into the 
fire burning on his hearth. 

“Something might be arranged elsewhere. 
Curiously enough, I have been studying maps on this 
very question this morning. . . . There is no doubt 
that the colonial question is vital to the peace of the 
world, but I do not believe its solution is so difficult 
as all that. It is certainly fantastic for Britain and the 
other colonial powers to insist that the world is for 
all time parcelled out and that no adjustments can 
now take place. To argue in that way is to make 
every European problem *a counter in the deadly 
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game of prestige.’ I am convinced that if the present 
colonial powers insist upon retaining the sovereign 
control of any undeveloped territory, they cannot 
deny a similar right to Germany. Togoland or other 
areas in Western Africa might provide an opportunity 
for dealing with this subject with less difficulty than 
would arise in the case of Tanganyika. But surely 
the real answer to this colonial problem is to set 
in motion developments which would lead to all 
African tindeveloped areas being ultimately adminis- 
tered under some form of international trusteeship 
rather than by sovereign ownership or sovereign 
mandate. I recognise that this is by no means an easy 
task, but it is one in favour of which I think Britain 
should now declare herself. She should invite other 
powers to co-operate at once in setting up the first 
stages of the necessary machinery to reach this goal. 
In any case this offer must only be part of a general 
plan of peace with Germany co-operating within 
the League in return for helpfulness and recc^nition 
of Germany’s and other countries’ rights and 
interests.” 

So we talked. And I was impressed by a mind 
groping for some intelligent arrangement, some 
appeal to reason instead of passion, some plan inspired 
by a vision which might thrust away the spectre of 
another war in which nothing much would be left of 
decent life, nor any kind of beauty. He was willing 
to move a step at a time, to take advantage of 
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immediate opportunities without trying to enforce 
everything at once and so lose all. He had a dislike, 
which I share, of doctrinaire obstinacy and fanatical 
adherence to a rigid principle for whose sake all the 
world must be laid iti ruin. 

Here, I thought, is a good brain, and behind it 
moral courage, and something even better than that, 
which is pity and tenderness of spirit, in a world of 
growing cruelty and spreading intolerance, and also 
a desire to apply the sympathy of understanding in 
international affairs. 

He still has faith in British democracy as capable of 
giving a lead to the world, but wants a more dynamic 
leadership and a revision of the Parliamentary system 
which would speed up and revitalise its power of 
action. These ideas are elaborated in a book of his 
called Britain* s Political Future which is extraordinarily 
interesting, though here I can only quote one passage 
in its preface, which gives the keynote to the book, 
and is a good ending to my conversation in his house; 

“A number of distinguished visitors from abroad 
were recently discussing world problems round my 
fireside. They came from many nations. Some 
were exiles, others were about to return with heavy 
hearts to face personal dangers. A few were young 
and were trying to convince themselves that, not- 
withstanding many cruelties and horrors, their 
countries were making new discoveries of great 
political value. All were agreed, however, upon 
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one subject: it was good to be in Britain. Here for 
a little while they could speak freely. This country 
seemed to them like a place of refuge in a great 
storm. Could she, they asked, lead the world once 
again in the art of government? Could she achieve a 
new social order ■without the violence and tyrannies 
they had all endured? ... I said that I believed 
British Democracy would stand the test. I prophesied 
that if we met in a few years’ time, we should find 
more happiness and more freedom, combined with a 
more highly developed social order, than in any 
country in the world.” 

A brave prophecy! 





VII. An American Thinks it Out 


I 

We Met ^Twas in a Crowd 

I HAD a remarkable conversation with an American 
friend of mine in a country house where there was 
an amusing tea-party of pleasant people who were 
not worrying at the time about world affairs. There 
were some pretty girls there, and the mother of three 
of them offered to swap one of them for somebody 
else’s son who was a good-looking young man. I met 
a number of friends. 1 was introduced to kind ladies. 
Tea and cakes were served. There was a lively noise 
of many voices. 

My American friend held out his hand. 

“Glad to see you again!” 

“Hullo!” I exclaimed. “You here?” 

“Where can we talk?” he asked presently. “A lot 
has happened since we last met.” 

He had been abroad for some time. It is his job to 
study the world situation and find out what is happen- 
ing, or likely to happen, beneath the surfiice of things. 
I have a great respect for his knowledge, intelligence, 
character, and sincerity, It*s a pity I can’t mention 
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his name, for what he told me then at this country 
tea-party and what he wrote down for me afterwards 
is, I believe, of extreme interest not only to this 
country but to the last democracies of the world. 

“I’ve been trying,” he said, “to get some clear ideas 
about this world situation.” 

“It doesn’t look pleasant,” I remarked. 

He thought there wasn’t much time ahead for any 
intelligent policy. 

Nobody listened to us. We might have been in a 
desert, or the middle of Trafalgar Square. The young 
people were talking and laughing. New guests arrived 
and the room was getting crowded. We two put our 
heads together. 

“All I think about is how to avoid another world 
war,” I told him. 

That is what he had been worrying about. 

We talked for half an hour and I was vastly 
interested. His analysis of the world situation seemed 
to me very clear-headed and to present the issues in 
an unusual way, worthy of close study, although it 
will arouse violent disagreement in many minds and 
assumes the inevitability of a war which, in my 
judgment, is not inevitable. 

“I wish you could put some of that down on paper,” 
I suggested. 

He put it down and it reached me one morning by 
special messenger. I give it here as the view of one 
of the most highly trained brains in the United States 
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of America in regard to the danger bearing down upon 
this country and the world’s democracies. Although 
I cannot mention his name, it stands high on both 
sides of the Atlantic, and these views represent an 
American survey of world afFairs as seen in a close-up 
study of the forces at work. The gist of them is in 
the following sections. 


2 

The Rival Forces 

During the two-year period, 1935 — i937j the 
general political and military situation (for the two 
are interlocked) has undergone a vast change. The 
two principal features of this change are: 

(a) The increase in power and aggressiveness of 
the post-war dictatorships among which 
the Japanese Imperialist Power may be 
included, and 

(b) The emergence on a threatening scale of 
the two political doctrines of Fascism and 
Communism. 

These two political doctrines have been so drama- 
thed, especially in Spain, that the public mind seems, 
at least in this country, to be obsessed with the idea 
that a choice must be made between them. It is true 
that the two doctrines are at war in Spain. It is also 
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true that they are at war in France. They may even 
be discerned at lo^erheads in England. Although the 
Government has clamped down on Sir Oswald Mosley 
and forbidden xmiformed politics, it is not unusual to 
witness verbal collisions in the House of Commons 
between the advocates of these political systems. 

From the point of view of an unbiassed observer 
here, it seems remarkable that any such alternative 
shoiild confront citizens of democracies. The point of 
outstanding importance (which appears to be ignored, 
even in well-informed conversation) is not whether 
Bolshevism or Communism shall prevail but whether the 
liberal, or democratic, idea shall do so. In short, for the 
immediate future, the question before the world is 
which of three political doctrines shall endure, each 
of which is desperately opposed to the other two. 

The United States is, to a considerable degree, 
responsible. Though democracy existed in Great 
Britain, it received its greatest impetus from the 
success of the American Revolution and was only 
thereafter adopted in Italy, France, Belgium, Holland, 
the Scandinavian countries and even taken up by China. 

It may be said to have reached its zenith in the 
period 1918-1922 when democratic systems were 
enthusiastically recommended for all the conquered 
States as well as those which were set up by the 
Versailles peace treaties. 

But in 1922, the tide set in the opposite direction 
when Italy was taken over by Mussolini, opening the 



320 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

era of the dictatorships: Kemal Pasha, De Rivera, 
Pilsudski, Horthy, Stalin and various minor Caesars, 
winding up with the advent of Hitler in 1933. The 
result was that by 1935’ the democratic doctrine was 
definitely on the defensive. 

Since March, 1935', the following great events have 
occuired on the part of the dictatorships: 

Mussolini in Ahjssinia defied England, forced the 
latter to acknowledge her equal rights in 
the Mediterranean and continues to increase 
her forces. 

Cermanj has rearmed with forces fiir more 
formidable than those of 1914, created an 
industrial plant second to none, reoccupied 
the Rhineland, signed a naval agreement 
with Great Britain, allowing her parity in 
the North Sea, and made an alliance with 
Japan. 

Russia has increased her army to 1,300,000, has 
built a formidable air force, made herself 
secure in the Far East, begun to see reason- 
able success in its heavy and light industries 
and the collective farm system, and has 
negotiated an alliance with France. 

Tarkgr is again fortifying the Dardanelles. 

japan has terminated the Pacific treaties, slammed 
the Open Door in Manchuria, annoimced 
the primacy of her interest in China and 
signed an alliance with Germany. 
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3 

Democracies Hard-pressed 

The above achievements of the dictatorships are 
accomplished fects and, on running over the events of 
the last several years, one must reach the conclusion 
that everything they have attempted has succeeded, 
with the exception of Hitler’s Putsch in Austria, when 
someone fumbled the ball. 

As opposed to the above, how have the democratic 
countries fared? 

Great Britain suffered in 1936 the worst defeat to 
her prestige and statesmanship that it has had since 
Napoleon’s day. It was caught completely napping on 
the German Air Force and the German rearmament 
programme. It has had to concede Italian rights in 
Abyssinia and the Mediterranean. It has had to con- 
cede considerably (even though the minimum possible) 
to India and Egypt. It has had to undertake, two years 
late, an immense rearmament programme, super- 
imposed upon a debt unreduced since the World War 
and relatively three times as large as that of the United 
States. Her relations with the United States were not 
helped by the repudiation of the War Debt payments, 
the declination of Sir John Simon to play ball with Mr. 
Stimson, and her indiscretion in blaming the feilure 
of sanctions, at least in part, on the United States, 

L* 
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France is still tom by internal political dissension, 
still economically unhappy, has had her good relations 
injured with Italy, and is confronted with another 
frontier to guard along the Pyrenees. 

The United States had apparently taken an attitude 
similar to that of Belgium, in invoking the strongest 
forces of legislation and public opinion against par- 
ticipation in another stru^le of any kind, and is 
preparing to withhold its countenance and supplies 
from any belligerent whatever. 

The British dominions are gradually casting aside 
their isolationist attitude, rearming themselves and 
making ready to come to the aid of Great Britain, 
but having tasted the sweets of adult existence, it 
is improbable that they will again rush in blind- 
fold. 

The general situation on the Gmtinent has there- 
fore taken an unfavourable turn for the democratically- 
minded States. Certain of the events enumerated 
above have had results as follows: 

The division of opinion between Britain and 
France over the Italian invasion of Abyssinia 
fecilitated the German reoccupation of the 
Rhineland zone. 

The lack of any vigorous French reaction to 
the reoccupation of the Rhineland caused a 
general disillusionment among France’s allies in 
Central Europe and the Balkans. 

British and French passivity at the Italian 
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conquest of Abyssinia encouraged Mussolini and 
Hitler to intervene in the Spanish Civil War. 

Months after the Anglo-French intervention 
initiative, the persistence of other powers in 
sending troops to Spain created further doubts 
throughout Europe in the self-assurance of the 
French-British democracies. 

This disillusionment among the lesser States 
caused by Anglo-French hesitations led to : 

Belgium’s tendency to modify her position to 
that of pre-war neutrality, instead of continuing 
to give guarantees of mutual assistance under 
Locarno. 

Yugo-Slavia’s agreement -with Bulgaria, and 
Roumanian attacks on Czecho-Slovakia, amount- 
ing to the virtual collapse of the Little Entente, 
which was formed to preserve the status quo in 
Central Europe. The disintegration of the Little 
Entente exposes Czecho-Slovakia to German 
designs for territorial revision. 

If Germany can successfully intervene in 
Spain, she can do so elsewhere. The German 
Press has already launched a campaign against 
Czecho-Slovakia, alleging widaout fomidation 
that she is well on the road to Bolshevism, which 
is the first step to intervention. 
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4 

The Defendve Position 

Although the democracies may adhere to a similar 
political ideal, there is little cohesion among them at 
the moment, and it is a question whether, if their 
position were suddenly assailed, it would not be taken 
in detail. 

In considering democracy as being on the defensive, 
it may be said that this is not only figuratively but 
geographically true. 

An examination of the map shows a remarkable 
resemblance to the classic defensive position, which 
comprises a line of outposts, a main line of resistance, 
or battle position, and a reserve position. 

Democragr’s outposts may be outlined as follows 
numbering ofiF from the left flank: 


Armed Forces* 

Remarks. 

Finland 

32,000 

Neutral. 

Norway 

6,800 

Neutral. 

Sweden 

3 ir,ooo 


Estonia 

12,000 


Latvia 

2^,000 


Lithuania 

20,000 


Denmark 

12,000 

Neutral. 

Holland 

27,000 

Neutral. 



MEN AND IDEAS 


Armed Forces^ 
Belgium 90,000 

Switzerland 5-0,000 

Czecho- 
slovakia 180,000 


Remarks. 

Neutral. 

Neutral. 


32^ 


A lost battalion. 


This is not a very promising set-up. The outfits are 
poorly posted, with their backs to the sea in most 
cases, and poor lateral communications, cut up as 
they are into three groups. The only one of any size 
— Czecho-Slovakia — ^is so far out in front that it can 
neither retreat nor be supported. 


Main Line of Resistance. 


Army. Reserves. Population^ Remarks. 

France 625,000 5,000,000 42,000,000 Ready to go land, air, 

sea and industiy 

Great Britain 300,000 250,000 44,500,000 i year to air readiness 

(including 2 years to sea readiness 

Northern 3 years to land readiness 

Ireland) 4 years to industrial 

readiness 

Ireland 3,000,000 Not much help 

(only Irish 
Free State) 


The French and British have recentiy come close 
together. The French forces, plus their fortified 
defence line, supplemented by the British navy and 
air force, make the position fairly secure provided 
they are not jumped by Italy and Germany at once. It 
is hard, however, to see how they, a British-French 
coalition, can take the offensive at present, tmless 
actively aided by Russia. 
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Reserves. 


Canada 
South Africa 
Australia — ^N.Z. 
India 


Armed Forces, Reserves. Population, 


Remarks. 


100,000 

125.000 
75,000 

350.000 


United States 500,000 ? 


10,400,000 miles away 

8,000,000 4,500 „ „ 

8,156,000 12,000 „ „ 

353»ooo>ooo 6,281 

These troops are not 
all available 

137,000,000 3,100 miles away 

Would take i to 2 years 

to get going. 


Supply Depots for Raw Materials and Food: 

Central American States. 

South American States. 

African States, Colonies, etc. 


Comparative Economic Strengths. 

This complicated comparison may be made roughly 
in terms of world trade, of which the last figures 
available are for 1935: 


Percentage of World Trade. 


Gennany 

00 

Italy 

^■ 9 S 

Russia 

1-33 

Japan 

3-^3 


15.56 

Democratic countries in Europe controlled 3 1 .43 

Above, plus their dependencies 

46.00 

Above, plus America (II.S. & Latin countries) 6j’.oo 


This comparison is probably more favourable now 
than in i93f, when the depression was just ending. 
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S 

Possible Solutions 

At the outset, it should be said that the prime 
requirement of a satisfactory solution is that the 
United States will not only not have to go to war, 
but will not even want to do so. 

In order to meet these conditions, it is necessary to 
arrange matters so that not only will the United States 
not be assailed, but that so that no one of its great 
fellow democracies will be placed in such an ex- 
tremity that the United States will be powerfully 
impelled, regardless of all its neutrality laws and 
desire for isolation, to come to its assistance. 

To satisfy these requirements means that practically 
the whole of the area occupied by democratic nations 
must be safeguarded. 

(a) Offensive Action. 

The most casual observation of conditions in the 
democratic position shows that any notion of a 
military offensive must be discarded. To pass from 
the defensive to the offensive is one of the most 
difficult of military operations. It requires above all 
unity of purpose and action as well as forces of a 
comparable size. These conditions are not existent. 
Even if they were, an offensive solution feils to meet 
the conditions set out above. Any idea of offensive 
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action from the democratic position must be 
discarded. 

What is required, therefore, is to hold the position 
as strongly as possible, to avoid bringing on an engage- 
ment, to manoeuvre so as to gain time and to create, 
if possible, diversions and dissensions vs^hich will 
weaken the enemy. 

The many combinations possible in the present 
situation may be classified in the following categories: 

(a) No war at all. 

(i) Delay of one to five years before hostilities 
occur. 

(c) War in Western Europe. 

(d) War in Eastern Europe and Asia. 

So far as (a) is concerned, it is hard to see how this 
desirable situation may be engineered. It would 
require a unity of purpose and an astuteness of states- 
manship which are not apparent on democracy’s side 
as well as an about-face of policy and purpose on the 
part of dictator countries. This last is improbable. 
Russia, Germany and Italy are organised and trained 
for war. Their leaders believe in it and nothing leads 
to the belief that they are bluffing. They have not 
bluffed hitherto, and they don’t need to as long as 
their guns are loaded. The imminence of war has 
increased dining the past two years, with the growing 
acceptance of its inevitability by the public. There is 
no group or organ to-day trying to intervene or halt 
the steady drift toward a collision. 
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(h) Those who talk cheerfully of a period of one to 
five years before any hostilities break out are assuming 
that nations strung up to concert pitch will stay so 
indefinitely, while settlement of their grievances is 
debated and postponed. This seems improbable. The 
prevailing hope is that Germany may collapse intern- 
ally in the meantime. This egg may never hatch. 
. Such predictions were made about Mussolini, but he 
has gone firom strength to strength for fifteen years, 
and it must be remembered that Hitler is working 
with material fer superior to that which vpas at 
Mussolini’s disposal. Even if such a period of armed 
peace should occur, an armaments race would con- 
tinue in which democracy would be straining to over- 
take powers which have a lead of from two to five 
years. At the present time, for instance, it is not 
apparent how British and French resources are going 
to turn out enough munitions to allow them ever to 
overtake Germany arid Italy. 

(c) War in Western Europe appears to be the con- 
viction of the French, whose hatred and vindictiveness 
toward Germany have created in them an obsession. 
It likewise now appears to be becoming the automatic 
conclusion of many Britishers. It is evidently what 
is in the mind of the British Foreign Office, which 
suffers from a strong pro-French bias. 

Yet the consequences of war in this area would be 
almost certainly suicidal to democracy. No matter 
what the line-up, one or more of the democratic 
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powers must be involved and whether they win or 
lose, in the long run the position of democracy is 
weakened, first by actual losses in war, and second, by 
their increased susceptibility to communist or fascist 
poison. Great Britain and France have just about one 
more big war left in them, after which, win or lose, 
they will no longer be great powers, and the principal 
responsibility for democracy will fall on the United 
States. Furthermore, it is entirely probable that, as 
in the World War, the necessities of its fellow- 
democracies will draw the United States into the 
struggle. Should this occur, the war may not be lost, 
but even in that case we will still find that the whole 
position of democracy has been weakened, even 
though democracy has avoided being beaten in 
detail. 

(d) War in Eastern Europe, By some providential 
intervention there is, for the present at least, a 
schism in the ranks of the foes of democracy. The 
bitter enmity between Germany and Russia is a new 
thing. It is not so long ago that German factories were 
making munitions in Russia for Germany, and German 
officers and technicians were assisting Russia, The 
present enmity came with Hitler and may disappear 
with him. Here is an existing chance to change the 
venue of the coming war. It may not be a long-lived 
one and should be exploited. 

If there must be a war let it occur in the wastes of 
Asia, In short, if Germany and Japan want to have a 
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go at Russia, let any obstacles to their desires be 
cleared away. 

The first and principal one is the Franco-Soviet 
Alliance. Now that the French are assured of British 
co-operation this dangerous pact is no longer so vital 
to France. By persuasion or pressure it should be 
abrogated, and the French prevented firom bringing 
on a general engagement. 

The second is what is called by the intelligentsia 
“the sacrifice of Czecho-Slovalda.” They say it is a 
sacrifice of principle and an unsporting thing to do. 
The answer is that “the whole is greater than a part,” 
that no statesman worth the name is justified in sub- 
jecting the whole of liberal civilisation to collapse and 
destruction for the sake of a small, synthetic nation of 
no history and no social unity, which was set up at 
Versailles merely as a political buffer State. Czecho- 
slovakia, firom an unprejudiced point of view, has 
already enjoyed more in the way of resources and 
protection than it has done to deserve these gifts. 

As far as the sporting attitude is concerned, these 
affairs are not baseball or cricket where “the game’s 
the thing.” They involve the welfere of nations and it 
may be pointed out they also involve opponents who 
do not play according to Hoyle or Spalding, or any 
known ground rules. Affairs in Europe are on a “no 
holds barred” basis. 

The advantages of such a solution are obvious : the 
two doctrines of Commimism and Fascism together 
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with Japanese imperialism should be induced to 
expend their strength on one another. It is extremely 
improbable that either Russia on the one hand, or the 
German-Japanese alliance on the other, would be 
completely defeated. It is probable that on both East 
and West Russia’s extremities would suffer. There 
would ensue a feud of some generations, compared 
with which the France-Germany feud would be small 
change and, most important of all, there would be 
created a situation in which democracy as a whole 
might exercise the balance of power for years to 
come. 

The British, on the flank of Europe and protected 
by a water barrier, kept their European predominance 
for a hundred years by playing ofiF France against 
Germany. It is now time, with the enlarged scale of 
all human activities, for democracy as a whole, lying 
on the flanks of the Europe- Asia continent and pro- 
tected by water barriers, to play off Fascism against 
Communism. This conception means that statesman- 
ship must operate on a larger scale than that prevalent 
in Whitehall and the Quai d’Orsay between i8is and 
to-day. It will require a unity of purpose and precision 
of diplomatic action which a congeries of democratic 
nations seldom exhibits. It might be pointed out, 
however, that it does not leqtdre an alliance. It demands 
only that the democratic powers do that in which 
they most excel, which is to say, do nothing. Only a 
general understanding that Germany and Japan may 
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have a go at Russia without interference is required. 

Whatever the result, war will have been averted 
from the democratic area and time gained, while its 
enemies have weakened and permanently antagonised 
each other, and placed the unharmed democracies in 
a position of control for a century to come. 

The question of where Italy will be found at once 
comes to mind. Despite her recent friendship with 
Germany over the Spanish affair, it is not evident that 
Mussolini has thrown in his lot with Hitler. On the 
contrary, he seems to regard himself as the old- 
established firm of which Hitler and Co. are recent 
imitators. A joint campaign with Germany against 
Russia would take him far away from his home 
grounds. France and Britain, freed from preoccupa- 
tion with Germany, might find means to persuade him 
that the Mediterranean area and Abyssinia are enough. 

Another question is Germany’s avenue of approach 
to Russia. This is a matter for Germany to negotiate, 
by treaty with Poland and Czecho-Slovakia, or by 
other means. 

Lastly, there is the continual refrain of the French 
that force must be used to prevent a Teutonic bloc 
in Central Europe. The question is, “Whose force ?” 
It must be either the force of the democratic coun- 
tries or the force of the Slavs. From all points of 
view, it ought to be left to the Slavs. Then whatever 
is ruined, it will not be the Western civilisation which 
the French are so eager to drag into a holocaust. 
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It may be open to argument as to whether France 
herself has a right to commit suicide in seeking 
revenge, but for the French to plunge into war, 
dragging the democratic nations behind them like 
a train of box-cars, is wrong beyond any argument 
whatever. 

The days when there was a wide margin in which 
democracies could “muddle through” are over. It is 
time these magnificent but imwieldy ships, with their 
invaluable cargoes of civilisation, be steered out firom 
between the two typhoons which threaten their 
existences. And if these new phenomena neutralise 
each other, like the Kilkenny cats, so much the better 
for America and for what America believes in. 



XII. THE JEOPARDY OF WAR 


I 

Burning Fires 

I N the spring and early summer of 1938 England 
read its morning newspapers with a sense of 
apprehension which was not allayed by the head- 
lines or the news beneath them. It looked as though 
Europe might go up in flames into which we should 
have to march, willy nilly, because of our military 
alliance with France and the policy of our Foreign 
Office. That was still based upon collective action 
(if possible) against "aggressive” nations and upon our 
age-long tradition of preventing the domination of 
Europe by any single power. 

Within a few months there was a succession of 
shocks in the European scene whose tremors reached 
our own shores and our own souls. There was a 
Sunday in May when those who had inside knowledge 
heard their own heartbeats because war, in which all 
Europe would be involved, was only a hair’s breadth 
away — only three millimetres as was afterwards de- 
clared by the French Prime Minister, M. Daladier. 
In our Foreign Office and newspaper offices, in 
355 
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Embassies and Ministries abroad there were anxious 
ears pressed to telephones in touch with Berlin, 
Paris, Prague, Warsaw and Rome. Was Germany 
moving troops towards the Czechoslovakian fron- 
tiers? There were many reports of these troop 
movements not absolutely confirmed and utterly 
denied in Berlin, but still reiterated in many sources. 
The French Government was taking a serious view 
of the situation. The French general staff was active. 
There were mobilisation papers ready for immediate 
signature. If France and Germany clashed we should 
be involved. Within twenty-four hours there would 
be bombing aeroplanes over London. It would be 
the beginning of a war, frightful beyond imagination. 
The end of it would be the destruction of Europe and 
the stench of mortality in all its cities. It would be 
worse than in China. . . . 

On that Sunday in May the English folk in the mass 
were ignorant of all this, at least to the extent of not 
knowing that their lives and those of their children 
were hanging on the edge of flanoing pits. There were 
scare headlines in the Sunday papers. It was some- 
thing about Czechoslovakia. Where was it on the 
map? What had it got to do with England? The news- 
papers were always trying to frighten us just to sell 
their beastly rags. Why worry? There were wdld 
flowers in the woods of England — ^the cuckoo was 
shouting. The traffic of cars would be heavy down 
the Portsmouth Road. A good day for a picnic with 
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the kiddies! The wireless had been giving warnings 
about heath fires because of the lack of rain. Heath 
fires? Yes — motorists could smell burning as they 
drove over heaths where young hikers were walking 
in shorts and singing as they went. Other people, not 
going for picnics that day, could smell burning. Or 
was it only in their imagination caused by these 
telephone messages from Prague, and Berlin and 
Warsaw and Paris? 

We were very close to war that day for reasons 
which seem to lie in lunacy, though quite sane people 
who write letters to The TimeSy and have them 
published, think otherwise. 

Before the situation in Czechoslovakia had set the 
cauldron boiling there had been other shocks imme- 
diately affecting public opinion in England and 
arousing profoimd uneasiness. One of them was a 
change in the control and direction of British Foreign 
policy due to the resignation of Mr. Anthony Eden, 
Secretary of State for Foreign Afi&irs. 


2 

A Difference of Method 

On February 2ist of this year 1938 the House of 
Commons and the nation were startled by this 
announcement, and by Mr. Eden’s own reasons for 
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this step. These were stated bluntly. He did not see 
eye to eye with the Prime Minister regarding nego- 
tiations with Italy for a policy of appeasement. Signor 
Mussolini had issued a tlireat in pressing for them to 
begin. He had sent a message which contained the 
words — ^Now or never. (Afterwards when something 
happened in Austria we knew it was a warning and 
not a threat.) Lord Cranbome, Under-Secretary of 
State for Foreign Affairs, who also resigned with his 
chief, used even stronger language and uttered the 
word “blackmail.” 

Mr. Antliony Eden, most elegant of Foreign 
Secretaries, and the hero of all devotees of the League 
when he had pressed for Sanctions against Italy during 
the Abyssinian war, had agreed to the opening of 
conversations with the Duce for peace in the Medi- 
terranean and had done some preliminary work 
regarding them, but he held strongly to the point that 
they should not be allowed to begm until the Italian 
troops had been withdrawn from Spain and other 
concessions had been made as a guarantee of good 
faith. Mr. Neville Chamberlain, however, pointed 
out that conversations between parties to a dispute 
do not generally begin with a demand that one party 
should agree to conditions before the talking starts. 

That difference of opinion between a Prime 
Minister and his Foreign Secretary might have been 
no more than a dramatic episode of political 
history but for its effect upon public opinion in 
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England, which became sharply and passionately 
divided. 

Mr. Eden’s resignation was indeed of great 
importance not only to England but to the whole of 
Europe and its issues of peace and war, because it 
revealed in a glare of light two hostile camps of 
thought. There are those like Mr. Neville Chamber- 
lain who believe that the maintenance of peace is 
siqjreme over all other problems and that it cannot 
be assured if Europe is to be divided into two hostile 
blocks “glowering at each other” across the frontiers, 
but that it may best be pursued by a policy of under- 
standing and appeasement with Germany and Italy. 
Opposed to this view by political passion, idealism 
and “ideology” (a different kind of thing) are those 
who believe in “standing up to the Dictators.” They 
are utterly convinced that any concession will be 
considered as weakness and that the menace of 
Fascism, which they regard as the ultimate abomina- 
tion, must be resisted even at tire risk and cost of 
war. 

It is an interesting fact in English psychology, which 
■will afford great argument for future historians, that 
the Labour Party, once pacifist, as well as those who 
were the most ardent opponents of militarism and all 
its “merchants of death,” are now clamouring for 
bigger and better armaments "with which to resist the 
Fascist States. They ridicule any attempt to get on to 
peacefiil terms •with Germany and Italy. They 
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denoimce it as a base surrender to the bully spirit, as 
a betrayal of the League ideal (which was intended to 
promote peace) and as an infamous and cowardly 
retreat before the enemies of democracy. At the 
same time these idealists and lovers of liberty are, 
with that curious inconsistency which belongs to the 
human mind, willing, and indeed eager, to resist 
Fascism with the aid of Soviet Russia which has 
trampled liberty to death within its vast realm and 
is the most merciless tyranny the world has ever seen. 

The debate in the House of Commons on February 
2ist revealed with great illumination these irrecon- 
cilable diflFerences in our national policy. Mr. 
Anthony Eden, whom His Majesty’s Opposition had 
often attacked for yielding to Signor Mussolini’s 
“blufiF,” as they called it, and refusing to impose oil 
sanctions, was now made their hero and acclaimed as 
the protagonist of Collective Security and the 
piinciples of the League against a cynical and cowardly 
Government who were ready to buy ofiF the Dictators 
even at the price of honour. 

They forgot, and they were not reminded of, a 
speech at Geneva by Mr. Eden himself: 

“There can be no advantage,” he said, “in shutting 
our eyes to certain events, however regrettable and 
however much we may deplore them. By the defec- 
tion of some of our more important members, the 
League is now faced by the feet that the area of 
co-operation is restricted, and that its ability to fulfil 
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all the functions originally intended for it is hereby 
reduced.” 

It was a warning to the enthusiasts for Collective 
Security that the League could not be used as an 
instrument of coercion without the general force of 
nations behind it. But the British Labour Party, 
ignoring ail this, still clamoured for collective action 
against dictatorships, which in reality meant an 
alliance between France, Great Britain and Russia 
against Germany and Italy. 

Mr. Winston Churchill was in good form as a new 
convert to this policy of collective security now that 
it had collapsed, and as a critic of the new policy of 
appeasement and reconciliation proclaimed by Mr. 
Chamberlain. 

“The old policy,” said Mr. Churchill, “was an effort 
to establish the rule of law in Europe, and to build 
up, throxigh the League of Nations, effective deter- 
rents against the aggressor. Hie new policy, perhaps, 
was to come to terms with the Totalitarian Powers 
in the hope that by great and far-reaching acts of 
submission, not merely in sentiment and pride, but 
in material matters, peace naight be secured.” 

He raised spectres which affrighted the House, and 
made prophecies which in a few days seemed likely 
to be fulfilled. 

One of them indeed was fulfilled with dramatic 
abruptness. 

“Austria has been laid in thrall,” he said. 
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anticipating events. “We do not know whether 
Czechoslovakia will not suffer a similar attack. This 
small country has declared that it will resist, and if 
it resisted that might light up the flames of a war, the 
limits of which no one can predict.” 

In the country there was the same conflict of 
opinion and ideals as that sharply presented in the 
House of Commons. I sympathised with the man in 
the street, and the woman in the home, who had been 
fervent advocates of some kind of law, some kind of 
security and co-operation in Europe, which they 
believed would be fulfilled one day by the League in 
spite of all its failures and delays. Now that Germany, 
Italy and other nations had left the League they still 
clung to this hope and this dream, and could not 
abandon their feith in those blessed words “collective 
security” which now, alas, had no meaning in 
actuality. Behind all political feeling which made use 
of Mr. Eden’s resignation for party purposes of attack 
and denunciation there was in the country a generous 
sentiment, and not an ignoble pride, which truly felt 
that the recognition of Italy’s conquest of Abyssinia 
would be the betrayal of Haile Selassie and a national 
humiliation, 

Mr. Chamberlain’s policy of appeasement with 
Germany was approved, I believe, by the conunon 
sense of England with many mental reservations due 
also to a generosity of mind and liberal ideals. They 
hated the persecution of the Jews, not because they 
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had any special love of the Jews, but because in the 
very centre of the English mind is the old proverb, 
"Live and let live,” and an instinctive hatred of 
bullying and baiting those who cannot defend them- 
selves. In their minds all over the country new sus- 
picions and distrust of Germany were being aroused 
even among those who thought that in the last war 
we had fought the wrong people. All this rearma- 
ment in England costing vast sums of money, which 
one day would have to be paid for — what did it mean ? 
Who was the enemy? There was no doubt that the 
Government had Germany in mind. Perhaps they 
knew more than ordinary folk. All these air raid 
precautions, this intensive propaganda for A.R.P* and 
gas masks for everybody — against what menace was 
all this directed? 

There could be only one power who might come 
over English cities with bombing aeroplanes. Germany 
again! The newspapers of the Left made no secret of 
their hatred for Germany. Day by day they indicted 
that nation for its militarism, its suppression of free 
speech. The caricatures of Hitler, and the journalistic 
prophecies that he would play the mad dog in Europe, 
were disturbing. Some of it might be right. They 
had no knowledge or information to deny it. If there 
were any truth in these newspaper reports, even with 
full allowance for newspaper scares and falsities which 
have created a great scepticism in the English mind 
against the Press, the German menace seemed to have 
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some reality and to look rather grim. Was it possible 
that some explosion might happen in Europe which 
would light the flames of war again? Damnable 
thought, kept at bay by men and women whose first 
interest is in their homes, who have their daily jobs 
to do, who don’t want life spoiled for themselves or 
their children by such insanities. These thoughts 
were always nagging at the back of their brams like 
the little devil doubt. 


3 

The Death of a Nation 

It was with those fears lurking behind the sunshine 
of an early spring tbat England heard the news of 
German troops marching into Austria and the end of 
Austrian independence swallowed up into the 
German Reich. It was news which gave a shock of 
profoimd emotion and alarm to every country in 
Europe outside Germany, including our own. 

“Does it mean war?” asked a friend of mine 
anxiously. 

“What is France going to do?” asked another man 
I know, as many others were asking. 

“What about Italy ? Will she like Germany on the 
Brenner?” 

“We told you sol” said those who hate Hitler 



THE JEOPARDY OF WAR 345- 

and National Socialism and all types of Fascism. 

Even The Times which had upheld Mr. Chamberlain’s 
new policy of building a bridge of peace with Ger- 
many was deeply distressed, and published a leading 
article under the title of “The Rape of Austria.” The 
Press in all the democratic countries as far as the 
United States denounced Hitler’s action in Austria 
and the entry of the German troops as a brutal act 
of aggression. It was a betrayal, they said, of Hitler’s 
pledge, made only two weeks before, to uphold the 
independence of Austria, and it was a threat against 
all the small nations in Europe. I was only one of 
millions who on the day when the news came felt that 
something precious had gone out of history and that 
Germany’s action in Austria revealed a ruthlessness 
of will bound to be regarded as a menace to other 
states. It would make Mr. Chamberlain’s policy of 
peace by understanding very difficult to pursue. 

In this country and others Austria had a special 
place in romantic imagination and in historical 
memory. It had become a fairy tale in the popular 
mind, due, not a little, to musical opera and American 
films. There was always love and romance in Vienna! 
Vienna nights, Vienna waltzes, Vienna dreams — ^had 
created the legend that in this city was the dwelling 
place of romance, beauty, and the charm of life with 
an etenial melody. To go to Vienna, according to a 
thousand stories and the glamour of light opera, was 
to escape from the drabness of our workaday world 
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to a city of light music and light laughter, where 
hearts might be broken sometimes but quickly 
mended. How far from the truth as I saw it in Vienna 
after the war when 6o per cent of the children had 
advanced rickets from under-nourishment due to the 
war blockade, when there was neither fuel nor light, 
when into the dark streets came haggard and hungry 
people of a starving population! All that was for- 
gotten or unknown by those who believed that Vienna 
was still the city of heart’s desire. 

To other minds with more historical knowledge, 
Austria had a special significance and importance. 

“Austria,” said a friend of mine who had lived there 
and loved it, “is the last outpost of civilisation in 
Europe. If it is grabbed by Germany and Nazified 
something very precious will then be lost.” 

He meant that the soul of a people would then be 
lost, a special quality of character, easy-going, 
gracious, intellectual, sensitive to beauty and the 
grace of life. There are many people who remember 
Austria before the war when the world of fashion and 
beauty ^thered there and the flower girls along the 
Ring threw bouquets into the passing carriages. 
Austrian women and Austrian men had charming 
manners. The whole people were touched with a 
culture and a quality due to their different strains of 
blood and their position in Europe between many 
races so that they had an international outlook. 

It was all this glamour in imagination and memory 
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which increased the shock stirring millions of minds 
when the news came that German troops had crossed 
the frontier and that Austria was gone for ever as an 
independent State. 

An Austrian friend of mine in Vienna received a 
letter from one of his English friends who dared not 
write openly. 

“To-night,” he read, “someone has died whom I 
loved veiy dearly.” 

This sentiment was sincere in most English minds, 
but they were strangely forgetful of certain grim and 
ironical facts in history. For we and France who had 
pledged ourselves to maintain the independence of 
Austria had already mutilated it by the peace treaties 
which had drained its life blood. After that mutilation 
it was almost impossible for Austria to live alone. In 
the post-war years it had suffered from desperate 
misery. And when the first news came of its loss of 
independence and the entry of German troops the 
indignation that jflared up did not wait to ask what 
were the wishes of the Austrian people themselves. 
Did they regard it as a brutal aggression? Did they 
call it the “Rape of Austria” ? Did they feel (hey had 
been captured and enslaved? 

The answer came over the microphone that night 
when the German troops were in Vienna and Hitler 
was expected next day. I listened in to Vienna and 
heard a pandemonium. It was mass hysteria. It wras 
more than enthusiasm, it was the delirium of crowds 
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shouting: Sieg Heil! — Heill — Hell! — Heil! I heard 
the marching of thousands of feet, the singing of vast 
crowds — ^they were singing the hymn of the German 
Nazis — and the wild cheering of Austrian boys and 
girls. Hour after hour it went on. They seemed to 
welcome what was happening! 

France had guaranteed the independence of 
Austria. Great Britain had pledged herself thereto 
more cautiously. Would there be war to fiilfil these 
pledges? That was the question asked in a low tone 
by many anxious men and women. Was the signal at 
last given for the “next war” which had been prophe- 
sied so often? France was greatly excited. French 
Ministers were conferring with French Generals. 
The French Embassy in London was receiving urgent 
messages — conveyed to the Foreign Office in White- 
hall. Was it war? 

The question answered itself within twenty-four 
hours. Was there any sense in a war, which would 
involve the whole of Emrope with all its fright&l 
consequences, to maintain the independence of a 
State which did not wish to be independent but 
welcomed the Anschluss with Germany — ^so it seemed 
— ^with delirious enthusiasm? That union with its 
German brethren would have happened years before 
but for the re&sal of France to any such happening 
when France was strong enough to prevent it, and 
when Germany was disarmed. Hitler was there. His 
troops were there. It was one of Hitler’s week-end 
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surprises, though some time before he had said the 
era of surprises was over. What he had done could 
not be undone without war. Who wanted that? Only 
the firebrands who were once pacifists. 

Why did it happen as it did? Why did Hitler go 
back on his pledge, made only a fortnight earlier, to 
guarantee the independence of Austria? Why did 
Dr. Schuschnigg, that enigmatical tragic character 
now in prison, announce to his people after his inter- 
view with Hitler that the new pact with Germany 
was “a great gesture for peace,” and then, a few days 
later, throw down a challenge to Hitler by pro- 
claiming a plebiscite for a free and independent 
Austria and arming the Social Democrats whom 
previously he had put in prison? 

The story is not so simple as many believe it to be. 
It is an interesting study in the psychology of both 
Hitler and that Austrian Chancellor whom many 
people in England regard as a hero and a mar^r who 
risked his life as a champion of liberty. 

When he went to Berchtesgaden at the request of 
Hitler the situation in Austria was already highly 
inflammable. Thousands of Austrian Nazis were in 
prison and concentration camps. A majority of the 
Austrian peasants in Styria and other provinces were 
in sympathy with them. On the other side the Social 
Democrats were not solidly behind Dr.Schuschni^’s 
regime, and far from it. This man, they knew, had 
been the friend and ally of Dr. Dollfuss, “the Pocket 
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Dictator,” who had, as the price of Italian support, 
allowed Prince Starhemherg and his Heimwehr to 
attack the Social Democrats in their strongholds and 
bombard the workmen’s dwellings in Vienna — ^not to 
be forgotten or forgiven. At that time thousands of 
Social Democrats had been arrested and imprisoned 
and dismissed from their jobs. It was not they who 
grieved for the murder of Dr. Dollfuss, though they 
hated the Nazis who had done the deed. Dr. 
Schuschnigg, ruling as a Dictator, with a dream in his 
mind for establishing a Christian Social State with 
Catholic support, could not call upon a great 
majority of his people with confidence in their 
loyalty. He ruled imeasily above smouldering 
passions, hostile and dangerous. What he thought he 
could arrange with Hitler is xmknown, but he went 
deliberately and willingly to that meeting in Hitler’s 
country house. Everyone knows the story that he 
was kept waiting a long- time in a room with maps 
which showed plans for the invasion of Austria by 
German troops with tanks and aeroplanes. It may 
be true, or a journalistic invention. 

Certain it is that he found Hitler in a stem mood 
and was presented with some kind of ultimatum 
which insisted upon equal liberties and rights for the 
Austrian Nazis with other political parties. Those in 
prison were to be released. An Austrian nominee 
of Hitler — Dr. Seyss-Inquart — ^was to be appointed 
a Minister of State. There were to be “economic and 
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cultural relations” between the two countries on 
those tenns. Hitler guaranteed the sovereign inde- 
pendence of Austria — though by those very terms 
perhaps its actual independence had already gone. 

“Austria will be Nazified,” I was told by a German 
fnend of mine. “That is inevitable.” 

Dr. Schuschnigg on his return did not seem to think 
so. At least he did not say so. He said the agreement 
contained “all the factors of a satisfactory develop- 
ment and a complete peace.” 

The Austrian Nazis were liberated. In Linz and 
Graz and other towns they came out into the streets, 
marching and shouting and singing. Their fiiends 
shouted and sang with them. 

“After all,” said Dr. Seyss- Inquart, Hitler’s 
nominee, “they must have their little bit of fun I” 

But there were a good many of them having this 
little bit of fun. How would it be possible to repress 
this turbulence of spirit once it had been let loose? 
Dr. Schuschni^ thought it possible. Uncertain of a 
united nation — ^fully aware that the Austrian people 
were passionately disunited — ^he risked a civil war, 
which would certainly have happened, and started 
arming a national defence force in which he had to 
rely on the Social Democrats who, as I have said, 
he had formerly suppressed. Not a good position for 
a national champion — challenging the Fiihrer of the 
German folk! He is accused of feking the papers for 
the plebiscite. It is possible that he will be broi^ht 
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to trial on that charge. He had counted on foreign 
intervention. But Hitler gave him no time. A 
himdred thousand German troops were across the 
frontier before any foreign protest could be made. 

Looking hack upon this historical act one is tempted 
to ask what might have happened if Hitler had not 
made that decision so rapidly, and if by delay Dr. 
Schuschnigg had had time to call to France and England 
to fulfil their pledges. Supposing there had been 
bloody fighting in Austria as in Spain? Could war 
have been avoided? I hardly think so. At least the 
menace of a general war would have been very close 
and very dangerous. It seems possible that we 
escaped a European conflagration narrowly. 

That the majority of the Austrians welcomed 
enthusiastically the entry of the German troops and 
the union with Germany is, I think, certain beyond 
all doubt. I was in Vienna shortly after it happened 
and lam convinced upon evidence on all sides that 
■fliis was so, whatever one’s views of its justice and 
consequences may be. 

It was not fear which made the crowds embrace 
the German soldiers and scatter flowers before them 
as they marched, although there were frightened 
people behind closed vnudows. It was delirious joy. 
It wasi if you prefer to call it so, mass hysteria. There 
was in it something mystical and mysterious not to be 
understood by English minds — ^some call of the blood 
— some wish-fulfihnent, some sense of brotherhood 
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and protection in the Germanic stock, some far-off 
and deeply rooted instincts, stronger than intelli- 
gence, more powerful than political passion* 

Strange things happened in the minds of these 
people. I know an Austrian lady of high distinction 
and intelligence whom I had met in Vienna some 
months before. Then she had been violently anti- 
Na2d and had said harsh things against the Nazi regime 
in Germany. She had called Hitler’s lieutenants 
gunmen and gangsters. She had told me stories not 
favourable to Hitler’s sanity of mind. Now when I 
met her again she described her emotional experience 
when she heard on the night of March i ith that the 
German troops were expected and that Hitler was 
coming. She went into the crowds. With them for 
hours she found herself screaming — Heill Heil! — 
and singing the Nazi hymn. She is a delicate lady, but 
for hours she marched in the crowds like that, carried 
beyond herself. “Fey.” When Hitler came she found 
herself weeping and acclaiming him. This mood did 
not pass so quickly as it came. She believes now that 
the Anschluss was the best thing for Austria and that 
Hitler vrill end its misery. 

A friend of mine in Budapest, who is still hostile 
to Hitler and the Nazis, and who hates the loss of 
Austrian independence, set out in his motor-car to 
drive to Vienna on the night when Dr. Schuschnigg 
resigned and over the microphone made his farewell 
words to independent Austria. My friend knew 
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nothing of what had happened before he crossed the 
frontier. But as he drove through Austria he was 
aware of a nation with “the lid off” as he described it. 
In every village the country folk were waving flags 
and singing and dancing and shouting. In every little 
town there were wild orgies of enthusiasm. He came 
to Vienna and found vast crowds shouting — Heil! 
Heil! Heil! all through the night. 

As a truthful man he said to me: 

“I am bound to admit that the Austrians, in the 
vast and overwhelming majority, welcomed the entry 
of the Germans. I should be a liar if I said otherwise. 
But they won’t like it very long, poor dears 1 Some 
of them probably are already suffering from a sick 
headache and tiiat moming-after-the-night-before 
feeling.” 

“How is Austria after the Anschluss?” I asked a 
young shopkeeper when I arrived in Vienna shortly 
after that event. 

He looked at me with a snaile in which iJiere was 
a kind of irony. 

“There is more noise,” he said. “The tempo of life 
is speeded up a little. That means that we shall die 
quicker!” 

But there was more in it than that. For hundreds 
of thousands of Austrian artisans and peasants there 
was the hope that \mion with Germany would mean 
work and wages, and food for their women and 
children, and markets for their produce, and buyers 



THE JEOPARDY OF WAR ^£5 

for their handicrafts, and a tourist traffic from 
Germany which would create a little prosperity. 

We in England did not know how miserable was 
the state of Austria. Even I did not know the depths 
of misery there, though I have been in Austria many 
times since the war. That feiry tale of romance was 
utterly felse as far as the mass of people was con- 
cerned. The facts of life were grim. Laughter had 
fled from Vienna long ago except among careless 
youth, who will laugh on the edge of hell itself. 

“Austria was a dying country,” I was told by Dr. 
Neubacher, the new Mayor of Vienna. “It simply 
could not go on existing in these conditions. There 
were six hundred thousand unemployed and deep 
misery among the people. Now, as one of the 
German States, there will be employment again. We 
have great schemes for the future, such as a network 
of undergroimd railways, good harbours on the 
Danube, and land settlements for the unemployed. 
Germany needs labour, but I hope our people won’t 
go away from Austria because I am afraid they 
wouldn’t come back,” 

I found this Dr. Neubacher a charming personality, 
not at all narrow or fanatical in his views. He was 
imprisoned for over a year during the suppression of 
the National Socialists in Austria and suffered much 
in health, coming out as a cripple, though he has 
now recovered. In the days after the war he founded 
in 1924 a People’s Front Party at which time he 
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claimed that ninety per cent of the people were in 
fevour of the Anschluss. He was closely in touch with 
•die working folk. He knows their minds. 

After the bombardment of the workers’ dwellings 
in Vienna and the harsh treatment of the Social 
Democrats many of the working people, he told me, 
joined his movement, but when Dr. Dollhiss was 
murdered they were deeply shocked and for a time 
shrank back from the policy of union with Germany. 
He complained that Dr. Schuschnigg had worded his 
plebiscite falsely, and did not have the support which 
he pretended was his so that he risked a civil war, 
and a European war, by calling upon the people to 
fight for a cause in which so many did not believe. 

The poverty of Austria was emphasised by other 
people I met as a reason for their enthusiasm in 
welcome of the Germans. Perhaps there was a 
tendency to exaggerate it by German speakers; but 
certainly there was much suffering below the surfiice 
of Austria’s life as seen by the tourist. Herr Himmler, 
the chief of the German police, described to me his 
first impressions in Vienna when his Blackshirts 
helped to organise relief for the distressed classes. 

“I confess,” he said, “I was shocked by what I saw. 
When the people received their first bowls of food 
they ate like famished animals. They did not raise 
the bowls to their lips but put their heads to the 
bowls. They were literally starving. But this state of 
things ■will not be allowed to exkt. We are already 
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organising work. By the autumn we hope to get 
things going and bring Austria up to the level of 
Germany by eliminating unemployment.” 


4 

The Tragedj of the Jews 

There were nwny people in Austria who did not 
welcome the entry of the Germans but were very 
much afraid. There was no joy for them when 
Hitler came, but only terror and despair. They were 
the Jews, of whom there were 200,000 in Vienna. 
In the first days of the Aascbluss they suflFered from 
many insults, humiliations and brutalities by young 
Austrian Nazis — ^mostly boys from 16 to 20 — ^who 
behaved like hooligans. These gangs of yoimg 
ruffians made a dead set at Jewish shops and caf6s, 
and forced the Jews of all ages and classes to scrub 
the pavements on which appeals for Schussni^’s 
plebiscite had been stencilled. Elderly men and 
women had to go down on their knees to do this 
work, jeered at by these young ruffians. One well- 
dressed girl vrith fair hair and blue eyes — a Nordic 
type — vtas accosted by a group of boys who asked her 
why she was not wearing a Nazi badge. She looked 
them in the eyes and answered bravely; 

“Because I am a hundred per cent Jewess.” 
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“Very well!" they said. “Come along with us.” 

They took her to their headquarters and made her 
wash out the lavatories, spoiling her frock with this 
disgusting work. 

I heard several cases in which the non-Jewish 
Austrians intervened to prevent such things, but for 
several days they went on unchecked. Young 
Austrian bullies invaded Jewish shops and homes and 
held them up to ransom, demanding money from old 
women or yoimg girls which they spent at the cinema 
or an evening at the Prater. Suddenly all that 
stopped. There was no sign of it when I was in 
Vienna. 

Herr Biirckel, the German Commissioner, rounded 
up these scallywags and packed them off to a German 
concentration camp. In many cases the German 
officers stopped such incidents with stem reproofs 
which startled the young Nazis of Vienna who 
thought they had a free hand with Jews. But these 
occasional alleviations from physical ill-treatment 
and public humiliation were of no great comfort to 
the Jewish community. They knew that they would 
be subject to the German anti-Semite laws, a slow 
form of strangulation and drastic repression, depriv- 
ing them of their professions, businesses and means of 
livelihood. It operated rapidly. 75^0 doctors were 
dismissed from hospitals and clinics, about the same 
number of professors from universities and schools. 
Jewish cafes were emptied because non-Jewish 
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clients dared not enter them any more. Jewish 
shops lost their trade and all that belonged to them. 
Strangely enough 10,000 fled to Berlin where for 
some time the Jews had been unmolested, though 
this new invasion was afterwards the cause of rioting 
and bully-ra^ng by the populace. Many who 
could not leave Vienna committed suicide. I have a 
letter by my side in which a few of these tragedies 
are told: 

“Among the dead,” writes my correspondent, “are 
many of our best friends. The other day, a well- 
known historian and writer shot first his mother and 
then himself. His father and grandfather had been 
very prominent in public life. Another case was that 
of a lady, who was also a friend of ours. She was a 
highly intellectual and beautiful woman, a doctor of 
philosophy. A telephone talk was overheard by the 
police — ^her house was searched and all her money 
taken away. She poisoned herself.” 

He adds the following words which doubtless are 
true: 

“Certainly the great majority of Germans and 
Austrians do not approve of die persecutions, and 
even many Nazis or supporters of the regime may 
personally be quite reasonable and humane. Yet this 
is not of the slightest consequence. The cold- 
blooded cruelty and perversion of truth on the part of 
those in power is so strong that no good intentions of 
individuals have any effect.” 
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I am bound to record these things though they 
weaken one’s hopes of conciliation and good will to 
Germany, without which, in my firm belief, there 
can be no peace in Europe, but only preparation for a 
war which will destroy Jews and non-Jews alike and 
hurl us all to destruction with unspeakable horrors. 
The Jewish persecution is the worst form of pro- 
paganda for Germany. It shocks those who are 
Germany’s best friends. It gives moral support to 
those who hate Hitler and all his works and advocate 
a war of the Democracies against Dictatorship. Even 
those who are inclined to be anti-Semite and 
associate Communism with Jews, and resent the 
influence of Jewish thought and business methods, 
will not stand for this ill-treatment of human beings 
within a State which has a duty towards them. 

I had an interview with Dr. Seyss-Inquart, who as 
Reichs-Stadthalter, or Governor of Austria, had his 
quarters in the Ballhausplatz where on the walls still 
hang the portraits of Austrian Emperors and Princes 
and Princesses who are now ghosts of the past. 

“He is the man,” said one of his enemies, “who sold 
his country for thirty pieces of silver — and did not get 
paid.” 

“Is there any solution of this Jewish problem?” I 
asked him after a conversation about the new regime 
in Austria. 

He answered wdth a cynical smile: 

“You can have all our Jews. Then you will 
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have a Jewish problem of your own.” 

Dr. Neubacher spoke without cynicism and with 
the sympathy of a more liberal mind. 

“There ought to be a world conference on diis 
question,” he said. “It can only be solved on broad 
lines for a better distribution of the Jewish race. It 
ought to be called quickly.” 

He spoke the last word a^dn with emphasis. 

“Quickly I” 

But Jews to whom I have spoken do not believe 
much in the value of a world conference. They 
believe diat every country will try to shift its 
responsibilities upon other coxmtries and that 
nothing whatever will be done. At Evian there was 
this spirit. 

In contrast to this despair of the Jews was tihe 
hysterical greeting of Hitler when he came to 
Vienna. He drove as usual in an open car and would 
not listen to a warning that he should avoid a certain 
district where the Social Etemocrats and Communists 
were in force. 

“I vsdll go that way,” he said. And as he passed tEe 
crowds gave him the Fascist salute instead of the 
clenched fist. By one who went widi him I vras told 
that he seemed like a man in a dream. He was not 
exultant on this triumphant day which fulfilled a 
dream which he had written years ago on the first 
page of his book Meia KampJ when he was in prison. 

He seemed abashed by this terrific ovation and by 
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this occupation of Austria without bloodshed or a 
single shot, or any threat of war. He had been 
warned against this act, they said, by his Generals, 
lest he should put all Europe in flames. He had taken 
the risk with that strange instinct for the right 
moment which had led him from one act to another 
against advice and always with success. Now in this 
hour he confessed to his friends that he felt humble 
as the instrument of destiny — ^beyond anything 
within himself. Strange inexplicable mind, whom 
even those very close to him cannot imderstand. 

Vienna was quiet when I was there. Most of the 
people with whom I talked, apart from the Jews, 
seemed happy and hopeful. The German troops had 
gone back, though in a book recently published in 
England I read that at this time 5-00,000 Geiman 
soldiers were holding down Austria. I did not see 
one German soldier in the length and breadth of 
Austria. The author of another book called A Young 
Man Looks At Europe writes about “pools of blood” m 
the streets of Vienna. I smelt no blood nor heard of 
any — ^not even Jewish blood — ^for no Jews were 
killed at tihat time except, alas, by their own hands. 
Many stories are told and written which are utterly 
false as I happen to know, -with that frightful felsity 
which has invaded journalism even in this coimtry, so 
that the truth is hard to know — ^impossible to know 
exactly. 

It is probable, I think it is certain, that many of 
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those in Austria who in the first few days were 
favourable to the union, and cheered themselves 
hoarse when Hitler came, are now disgruntled. 
Germans are taking the jobs which Austrian Nazis 
thought they ought to have. The Austrian tem- 
perament is not naturally amenable to a discipline of 
life which suits the Germans. They will not like 
their Labour Camps. They will not fit naturally into 
the collar of German organisation and control. They 
will feel the strain of being made to work to a time- 
table — these Viennese who liked to sit about in caf4s 
and talk over illustrated papers even at eleven o’clock 
in the morning. Materially the poor will benefit. 
There will be more work and wages. Germany gains 
much — the foreign credits, the iron ore and timber. 
It will wipe out its debt to Austria of forty million 
marks. But Germany will find her new “Land” as she 
calls it, a burden for some time and a difiScult 
problem. What about the religious convictions of 
the people ? Austria is deeply Catholic and feithful to 
the Pope who denounces Germany for religious 
persecution. There will be great difficulties of 
thought and character to overcome before Austria is 
“co-ordinated” with Nazi Germany. 

Austria herself has gained something by union with 
Germany, but has lost something which history will 
deplore. Her independence, however limited and 
crippled by poverty and reliance on other powers, 
was precious to her own soul, and its loss is a loss to 
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Europe because German frontiers are extended and 
another barrier has been removed. For Austria was 
one of the key positions in Central Europe, and there 
are nations who do not like Germany to have that key 
in her pocket. 

One thing emerges from this recent history which 
is of chief interest to England. A European war 
might have happened over Austria, and only did not 
happen, perhaps, because Hitler was too quick for 
protest or action by other powers, and because 
Schuschnigg’s influence was weak with his own 
people who had no "will or wish to resist. After 
the first state of alarm Europe breathed again more 
easily but awaited the next crisis. 


S 

Czechs and Germans 

The next crisis came without much delay. It 
looked even more ominous than that of Austria 
because the inclusion of Austria in the German 
Reich "with such an accompaniment of armed might 
si^ested that similar methods might be adopted 
elsewhere. It was the sudden boiling up of passion 
and political unrest among the Sudeten Germans in 
Czechoslovakia under their leader HeiJein who was 
in close touch with Berlin. 
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This problem which brought war very close to 
England and to Europe was bewildering to ordinary 
En glish folk who are not very strong on geography or 
history in Central Europe. Most of them had never 
heard of those Sudeten Germans. Most of them 
hadn’t the faintest idea who they were, or what their 
grievances were about. They constantly confused 
Czechoslovakia with Jugoslavia ! Anyhow they did not 
see why these queer races of Czechs , Slovaks , Ruthenians 
and other oddments of the human tribes with 
unpronounceable names and unleamable languages 
should affect the peace in English gardens, as many 
papers seemed to insist with vrarh’ke headlines. 

Even distinguished correspondents to The Times 
who professed to know all about it, contradicted one 
another on facts and figures, day by day, so that 
confiision became worse confounded. Mr. Wickham 
Steed who seems to know almost everything about 
almost everything was challenged on his facts and 
figures by other correspondents who seemed equally 
well-informed. Who could get at the truth? What 
was it all about? Were millions of English lads to die 
for the sake of a coTintry whose exact whereabouts 
they did not know? Were the cities of Europe to be 
laid in ruins for some problem of political geography 
about which they knew nothing and cared less? 

The answer, of course, was “Yes” if a few men in 
Europe decided that Czechoslovafctawas worth a world 
war, as it seemed some of them did for a few hours. 
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The facts were really simple enough in their 
broad outline, though veiy complicated, I admit, in 
detail, because of political differences and racial 
intermingling. 

Czechoslovakia had been created out of the old 
Austro-Hungarian Empire by the gentlemen who 
arranged the Treaty of Trianon, as they arranged the 
Treaty of Versailles. They were under the spell of an 
old man with a white beard named President 
Masaryh. He had led a heroic campaign on behalf of 
the Czechs who had fought against us in the war, 
some of them reluctantly. Mr. Lloyd George and his 
collaborators had made a nice new State for them in 
Central Europe. By some curious trick of mind they 
put within its frontiers some three and a half million 
people of Germanic stock who had formerly been 
under the Austrian flag in a country called Bohemia. 
They were the Sudeten Gennans living in a moun- 
tainous district which made a natural and formidable 
frontier to the new State. The peace-makers also 
included in these frontiers about a million Hungarians 
tom from their own country, and considerable 
minorities of Poles, Slovaks and others. It was in feet 
a hodge-podge of races xmder the domination of the 
Czechs. 

President Wilson had given solemn assurances that 
neither peoples nor races should be bartered about 
like chattels in the peace settlement. In order to ease 
their minds as to any slight violation of their exalted 
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pledges, the Treaty makers provided that the 
Sudeten Germans should be given self-government, 
as far as possible, and that the other minorities in the 
new State of Czechoslovakia should be under the 
protection of the minority rights laid down in the 
Covenant of the League of Nations, 

The Czechs were not as liberal as might have been 
hoped. Having been long oppressed they now had a 
bit of their own back. The Hungarians, especially, 
were “Czechised.” By various methods of granting 
citizenship, new land laws, and other enactments, 
many of them were dispossessed of their property and 
denied civic rights. Schools and universities were 
closed. Other hardships were inflicted. The Sudeten 
Germans were not granted self-government, and 
though they appealed over twenty times to the League 
of Nations for redress of grievances those petitions 
were put on one side by the Council of the League. 
That body was veiy friendly to President Masaryk and 
to M. Benes, his right-hand man who was an ardent 
protagonist of League ideals, outside his own 
frontier. 

The Sudeten Germans living in industrial districts 
were impoverished by the bad economic conditions 
of Central Europe and had a sense of grievance which 
no doubt may have been exaggerated by political 
propaganda, reaching them from Germany. 

When Hitler came into power many of them 
became adherents of the Nazi creed. When Austria 
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was incorporated with the Reich they became greatly 
excited under the leadership of Henlein who 
formulated certain demands to the Czech Govern- 
ment. He demanded autonomy and other liberties in 
no meek voice, knowing that in the last resort he 
could play a trump card with the Czechs. With him, 
heart and soul, was Germany. Let the Czechs 
beware, he implied, of refusing his moderate 
demands — ^some were immoderate. Hitler had many 
times proclaimed his right of protection over 
Germans beyond the frontiers. One day he might 
embrace the Sudeten Germans as he had embraced 
the Austrians with an advance guard of infantry, 
tanks and aeroplanes to make things certain and 
prevent any thwarting of his will and purpose. 
Czechoslovakia had been made strategically untenable 
by the inclusion of Austria. Its frontiers were almost 
surrounded. Within twenty-four hours of war the 
noillion or so Hungarians on their eastern botmdary 
would rejoin their own folk, and on the north-west 
and west the Sudeten Germans would join theirs. 
What then, O Czechs? 

That, baldly put, was Henlein’s attitude. But it 
was not so simple as all that. Formidable powers 
stood on one side and the other of this State with 
many races. In the background was the Russian Bear 
with certain blood relationships to the Czechs in 
whom they were interested; as before the World 
War they were interested in the Servians, also of 
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their kinship. There were political lines of contact 
between Prague and Moscow. Soviet Russia breathed 
out her love for liberty and democracy (so cherished 
within her own realm!) and would send her bombing 
aeroplanes to protect the Czechs if they were 
attacked. 

France also had political sympathies with Czecho- 
slovakia not only as a fellow democracy surrounded 
by Fascism but as one of the strongholds in Central 
Europe against a bloc of Fascist powers. If the 
Sudeten Germans fell into the embrace of their 
German cousins the gates of this stronghold would 
fall and Central Europe would lie at the mercy of 
Hitler. They were determined that should not 
happen. Even at the risk and price of war they would 
resist such action. What would England do? What 
was England’s attitude? 

French Ministers enquired anxiously and were 
somewhat reassured by the English Prime Minister’s 
public statement to the House of Commons. England 
also was interested in Czechoslovakia, said Mr. 
Chamberlain. But he would make no new pledge 
committing himself in advance to any action with 
France. Nevertheless it was believed in Paris and 
Prague to be almost certain that England would take 
a firm stand against any German invasion of Czecho- 
slovakia on behalf of Sudeten Germans. 

It depended entirely upon one man whose name 
was Hitler whether Europe should be flung into the 
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fires of war. Hitler remained in his study at Berchtes- 
gaden, alone, ruminating, seeking for that intuition 
upon which he acts. If he decided to follow his way 
with Austria in the case of the Sudeten Germans 
there would be such fires lighted over Europe as 
would not he put out until its cities were in dust and 
ashes. 

If that happened England would be faced by a 
frightful paradox. Professing to believe in liberty 
and the self-government of peoples she would be 
asked to fight to prevent three and a half million 
Germans from joining their own folk. Professing 
belief in justice she would be asked to defend the 
integrity of a State denying justice to its minorities. 
Hating tyranny her ally would be Soviet Russia. In 
defence of Democracy against Dictatorship Stalin the 
Dictator would be called in! All very complicated. 
All very much like limacy. But coming qlose to 
English homes and English farmsteads in the merrie 
month of May. 

“But how can we let Germany go on taking the law 
into her own hands?” asked anxious men behind the 
scenes. “Sometime we must make a stand even at the 
risk of war.” 

Mr. Chamberlain, Prime Minister of England, kept 
his head and would not be ruflfled into hasty action 
which might lead to war. There was still time for 
diplomatic pressure. 
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6 

Germany Speaks 

I was in Berlin when this crisis was developing, but 
before ugly incidents in Czechoslovakia — clashes 
between Czechs and Sudeten Germans — ^inflamed it 
to fever pitch. 

One night at a reception at which many dis- 
tinguished people were present I had a private 
conversation with certain officials in the German 
Administration. Two of them spoke to me about the 
situation regarding the Sudeten Germans. 

“We are sending down men to keep them quiet,’* 
said one of them. “We don’t want any explosion of 
popular passion, or any unfortunate incident which 
would lead to international complications. ” 

This was contrary to belief in England where it was 
thought generally that German propaganda was 
behind the Henlein movement and busy starring up 
trouble. 

I was told the same thing again by people in the 
diplomatic service. 

“A European war would be an inconceivable 
calamity said one of them. “From our side there is 
no danger of any step in that direction.” 

That also was contrary to general belief in England 
where especially in Labour and Left circles, and in its 
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Press, there was a constant affirmation that Germany 
was out for war as soon as her Army was ready and her 
officers were trained — or at least was acting with 
aggressive and expansionist intent in Europe which 
would inevitably lead to war unless this country and 
France made abject surrender all along the line. 

I was out to get at the truth as far as possible — a 
difficult quest for any man. Above all else in the 
world to-day is the importance of finding out 
whether Germany means war or means peace, and, if 
peace, at what price? 

I met one man who more than most, apart from 
Hitler himself, knew Germany’s intentions and 
fundamental ideas about her own destiny. This was 
Himmler, Chief of the S.S. — ^the Blackshirt battalions 
— and head of the Secret Service. He saw me at his 
headquarters and gave me thirty-five minutes of his 
time, keeping his staff at bay while we talked. I had 
anticipated meeting a grim and sinister personality 
and rather shirked the idea of it. His reputation in 
England and other countries is not a sweet one, as he 
reminded me with a laugh, almost in his first words. 

“According to your Press,” he said, “I am the most 
horrible man in Germany.” 

He did not look horrible, I am bound to say. In his 
white tunic and black breeches he was good-looking, 
and I found hina strangely attractive, with a charm of 
manner impossible to reconcile widi his reputation. 
He spoke vivaciously and wittily with a sense of 
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humour which was not malicious or ill-tempered. 
He did not look or speak like a man who would 
torture his prisoners. There was nothing stem or 
grim about him and he was more like the professor 
type or the artist. I remembered that he had once 
been a schoolmaster and was deeply interested in 
archaeology as his chief hobby. 

He spoke about Austria first and described the 
misery he had seen as I have already written. 

Presently he asked me a question which gave me a 
lead to the line of conversation I wished to follow, 
regarding Germany’s intentions in Europe and her 
will for peace — or war. 

“Why do you people in England believe that we are 
preparing to make war upon you when you know that 
every German, man, woman and child, wants to be 
friends with you?” 

I told him very frankly some of the reasons why 
certain sections of public opinion in England believed 
that Germany was a menace to peace. I told him that 
the way in which Austria had been incorporated in 
the German Reich was not reassuring to those who 
suspected Hitler of wishing to dominate Europe. 
They believed that he might do the same thing with 
other States — Czechoslovakia, Hxmgary, Rumania 
and so on until the German Reich reached the Black 
Sea, or beyond. Hitler they thought might play the 
Napoleonic game of conquest. That was the fear 
which lurked in many English minds. 
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Herr Hirnmler laughed as though at a very good 
joke. 

“My dear sir,” he said, “you people have got it all 
wrong! That is not only not the truth but it is 
precisely opposite to the truth — it is the very 
contrary of the central idea in our National Socialism 
and of the fundamental policy in the head of the 
Fiihrer.” 

I vras glad to hear him say so and anxious for 
further enlightenment. 

“Our racial theories,” he said, “which you think so 
mad, hut in which we believe very strongly, are dead 
against the conquest or incorporation of other races. 
We want to be German. You may ridicule this 
Germanic theory and say there is no such thing but we 
think we know a German when we see him. We 
don’t want to take into the German Reich other 
kinds of people. We don’t want Czechs, or Hun- 
garians, or Slovaks, or Rumanians, or any other 
races. On the contrary we want to keep them out! 
Our framework is limited to our own German stock 
and German folk. This racial theory of ours, which 
is so much criticised, is the best guarantee of 
European peace. We respect other races because we 
respect our own. We want the French to be more 
French, instead of mixing themselves with negro 
blood. We like the English to be very English. And 
so with others.” 

He seemed amused by my reference to Napoleon 
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and returned to it several times. 

“We have read a little history,” he told me. 
“We know what happened to Mr. Napoleon and we 
know that if we played the same r 61 e and captured 
other people we should be destroyed. We shall not 
advance in that direction, which for Germany would 
be the way of ruin.” 

“Talking about Napoleon,” he said presently, “you 
Englishmen have done a bit of conquest in your time. 
Let us see for a moment.” 

He went across the room and I followed him to a 
big globe. He swung it roimd rapidly and placed his 
hand on certain spots as the globe rotated, laughing 
as he did so and uttering one word many times: 

“Red! . . . Red! . . . Red! . , . Red, every- 
where! Red all round the globe! That is England’s 
little lot in the way of conquest and colonies. And 
yet you refuse to return to Germany the colonies 
that are rightly hers. You people are hypocrites. 
Forgive me if I say so.” 

“Why do you think that?” I asked. 

He had many reasons for thinking that. 

He spoke about the Sudeten Germans. England 
professed to be the lover of liberty and the self- 
detennination of peoples. But it objected to the 
demand of the Sudeten Germans for their own 
autonomy which had been promised to them when 
Czechoslovakia had been constituted, 

“I can’t xmderstand,” he said, “why England wants 
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to interfere with this question at all. What has it got 
to do with England? We don’t interfere with your 
troubles in Ireland. We don’t interfere with what 
you are doing in Palestine. You would think that the 
English, among all people, would recognise that 
Germany has the right and duty of protecting her 
fellow Germans. In any part of the world England 
stands behind her own folk if they are ill-treated. 
The whole might of England stands behind tliem. 
But you deny the same right to Germany. Surely you 
are hypocrites !* 

He looked me in the eyes and laughed . 

He had another grievance against us, and I was 
interested in it because it seemed to me not only 
reasonable but gave the clue to Germany’s future 
demands and policy in Europe. 

He returned to those red splodges on the globe 
which make up the British colonial Empire and 
Commonwealth of Nations. 

“The British Empire,” he said, “is very rich in 
natural resources and provides a great market for 
British industry. You have the Ottawa Agreement. 
It shuts out German trade by preferential tariffs 
among yourselves. That is all right for you, but why 
do you begrudge Germany making similar arrange- 
ments- in South-eastern Europe? We must have 
some outlet for our industry. We must have markets 
somewhere. How otherwise can we maintain the 
lives of seventy million people? But you want to 
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debar us in all directions — calling it economic 
domination. That is hypocrisy again! Surely? It is 
also very dangerous because we cannot live without 
some economic expansion and preferential exchanges 
with our neighbours. We don’t want economic 
domination but we do want to make trade agree- 
ments which would not only be good for Germany 

He spoke presently about France, and could not 
understand why British foreign policy should be so 
closely bound up with that of France, and through 
France with Russia in a hostile alliance against 
Germany. Germany had to rearm against that 
combination which threatened her. Russia would 
make trouble everywhere, and, if possible, a 
European war. 

“Every German wants friendship with England,” he 
repeated. “So does the Fuhrer, as he has said many 
times, but there is no reciprocity. English news- 
papers attack us day by day. They see only bad and 
nothing good in what we have done for Germany. 
They are all hostile and unfair.” 

“Not all,” I told him. 

“Nearly all,” he answered. 

He thotjght this campaign of hatred in the Left 
Press in England was getting on Hitler’s nerves. It 
was mciking him impatient because it was no use 
oflFering England the friendship of Germany if it was 
rejected with insults. 
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He apologised once or twice for speaking so 
frankly, but said it was no use speaking at all unless he 
expressed his ideas bluntly and truthfully, 

“Your Press,” he said, “makes a great hullabaloo 
when we imprison Communists in concentration 
camps — ^men who have been working by the foulest 
means to destroy all order in Europe and to foster 
revolution everywhere. I get letters of appeal on 
behalf of scoundrels who would not be tolerated in 
England if they worked in the same way against the 
British Government. But there was never a murmur 
in your English newspapers about the wholesale im- 
prisonment of Austrian Nazis by Dr. Schuschnigg — 
not a word about the cruelties inflicted on them. 
Sixteen of my men were strangled in an Austrian 
prison — ^strangled by fingers and thumbs on their 
throats and it took them seven or more minutes to 
die. Does that shock your idealist on the Left? Not 
at all! They don’t mention it, just as they ignore the 
mmrders and atrocities in Republican Spain. That is 
why I mention the word hypocrisy now and then." 

He laughed and held out his hand. 

“We want to be friends with England,” he said. 
“We only ask for fair play in spite of all differences 
and many difficulties.” 

This conversation with Himmler is not un- 
important, I think, for that man has great power in 
Gennany and great influence with Hitler. He spoke, 
I believe, with sincerity. That point he made about 
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Germany’s racial theory being a safeguard of European 
peace, because it prohibits expansion at the expense 
of other nationalities whom they do not wish to 
incorporate within the German Reich, is extremely 
interesting. It is repeated in a book called Germany 
Speaks recently published in England and valuable as a 
presentation of German policy and purpose by 
twenty-one Reich ministers and administrators. If 
we could be assured of that it would remove many of 
those dark suspicions which are haunting us with the 
menace of a new war. 

I had many talks at this time with Germans of good 
position in the new r4;gime, or not unfriendly to it. 
They were all anxious about what might happen over 
Czechoslovakia, and deplored the ill-feeling against 
Germany aroused by the incorporation of Austria 
which they thought was inevitable and necessary. 
They did not disguise from me their belief that there 
were strained relations between our two cormtries 
but hoped that gradually this mood would pass when 
England realised that Germany was anxious for peace 
and not for war. They had praise for Mr. Chamber- 
lain and Lord Halifax, and believed in their courage 
and common sense which would not be disturbed by 
the militaristic policy of the Labour Party and ex- 
Pacifists who seemed to be lusting for war against the 
Dictators. They hoped that one day Ae right 
Englishman would come to Hitler at the right time 
and say the right things which would result in a real 
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pact of peace which would relieve all Europe from the 
dread of war. 

I was sitting at table in a restaurant one day with a 
group of men who belonged to the old school of 
German thought and methods although they were 
working for the new. One of them was a Prince who 
had a great gift of laughter. Another was a man who 
had been in the diplomatic service. Berlin was all 
a-flutter with flags. Long baimers of red and white 
with the sign of the swastika hung from every 
building. The whole way of linter den Linden was 
lined with tall white colunms supporting golden 
eagles, and carrying long thin streamers of gold 
ribbon caught by the sunlight as they were vs^ted up 
by the wind like streamers on a gala night. Crowds 
of Austrians were coming and Hitler was going to 
make a speech to them on Mayday in the Lustgarten. 

Someone asked a question at table. 

“Who is the one Englishman for whom such 
decorations would be put up in Berlin?” 

Nobody could give a guess at any such Englishman. 

The man who asked the question answered it. 

“The King of England.” 

There was a sudden gasp followed by a moment’s 
silence. 

“Yes!” said the man who had been in the diplomatic 
service. “That would be wonderful! All Germany 
would go mad. The whole of the German people 
would ^ delirious -with enthusiasm. It would settle 
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all our differences. It would be a great act for world 
peace. If only it could happen.” 

None of them thought it could happen. 

In this merrie month of May when there were 
earth tremors below the crust upon which European 
civilisation stcinds — ^it was pretty thin — ^the leader of 
the German folk was awaiting the day for his 
departure to Italy where he was to return the visit of 
Signor Mussolini in celebration of the Berlin— Rome 
“Axis.” II Duce was making elaborate preparations for 
this reception of Hitler who was to stay ten days in 
Italy. He had a new station built and Rome, ancient 
and modem, was to be a flood-lit city with triumphal 
arches and an orgy of decoration. 

The Berlin-Rome “Axis” is a straight line drawn 
through the centre of Europe from the Baltic to the 
Mediterranean and uniting National Socialism with 
Fascism in a solid bloc across Central Europe. It was a 
new and fo rm idable alignment of power creating 
anxiety among French and British strategists studying 
their maps. It outflanked the Maginot line — 
France’s barrier against invasion. It brought German 
influence and power into the Mediterranean. 
Mussolini had not raised a little finger to protest 
a^inst the inclusion of Austria in the German Reich, 
thoi^h not far back in history he had moved Italian 
troops to the Austrian frontier when there was a 
threat of German troops crossing that line to sxipport 
the Austrian Nazis. At that time he had paid the 
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pocket money of Prince Starhemberg and bis 
Heimwebr army. He bad offered shelter to the 
widow of Dr. Dollfuss. Now all that was changed. 
He was, it appears, hand in glove with Hitler. When 
Dr. Schuschnigg had informed him of his plan for a 
plebiscite to resist Gennan domination he had 
warned him against such action, 

“It is a bomb,” he wrote, “which will explode in 
your hands,” 

He had remained quiet when the German troops 
crossed the Austrian frontier. 

“I will never forget this,” was the message he 
received from Hitler in grateful recognition of 
loyalty to the mystical axis. 

But is that invisible symbol of union and political 
direction forged in a spiritual furnace by natural 
aflSnity between two races, or even by the necessity 
of common interests ? That is not quite certain. It is 
indeed highly doubtful. Germans I have met do not 
express great confidence in Italian arms or Italian 
loplty. They have not forgotten that Italy broke lie 
Triple Alliance in 1 5 1 5, and they have a joke about it 
regarding Mussolini’s telephone number which I 
need not repeat. They have a certain arrogance 
towards the It^ians who are not purely Nordic 
according to history I On tie other hand the Italian 
people and political leaders were not delighted by the 
downfall of Austrian independence. It put Germany 
across their frontier on tie Breimer. Italian foreign 
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policy might be overweighted by that of Germany. 
The loss of Austria as an independent State leaning 
towards Italy outweighed a balance of power in 
South-eastern Europe which Mussolini had in view. 
The Roman crowds greeted Hitler according to 
instructions. He had storms of cheers from 
Mussolini’s Blackshirts. But in the background 
there was no great enthusiasm — I am told by those 
who were present at those scenes. On both sides the 
celebration of the “Axis” was magnificently staged but 
the scene-shifters were somewhat cynical about it all. 
One does not yet know the strength or weakness of 
the “Axis.” 

To some of my readers these pages I am now 
writing may seem a long way from the title of this 
book — Ordeal in England. But in my own mind, and 
in actual fact, I believe they are not out of place. For 
what is happening in the minds of Germans and 
Czechs and Hungarians and other peoples in Central 
Europe is of very deep importance in English homes 
and to our own peace. I had left England divided in 
political outlook and deeply pertmbed. Millions of 
money were being voted automatically for re- 
armament on a colossal scale. Every village in 
England was being recruited for anti-gas drill and air- 
raid precautions. Every villager was being alarmed 
by this constant and sinister su^estion that war was 
coining close. An estate agent told me that there was 
“nothing doing” in the lettii^ of houses in London 
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for the summer months or for the sale of houses in the 
neighbourhood of London. Well-to-do folk, he told 
me, were buying houses down in Devonshire and the 
West, as fer away as possible from the track of 
bombing aeroplanes searching for industrial centres. 

If I could only bring home to them a message that 
war was not inevitable, or imminent, and that the 
very people so many regarded as the potential enemy 
had no intention whatever of disturbing the peace of 
Europe, I should regard my frequent journeys in 
search of truth about the chances of peace and war 
and the way of appeasement as well spent. 

But at this very time there was that situation 
boiling — ^getting hotter every day — ^in Czechoslovakia 
through which I travelled during my journey. Two 
shots might blow up the powder magazine of 
Europe. On a sunny day in May those two shots were 
fired killing two Sudeten Germans. The French 
Commander-in-Chief was wondering whether he 
should get orders to touch a button which would be 
the si^al for general mobilisation. The Czechs were 
calling up part of their reserves. Russia was in touch 
with Prague. Mr. Chamberlain was being heckled by 
Labour members urging him to pledge this country in 
defence of that conglomerate state with its restless 
minorities, whatever the risk of war or whatever 
the grievance of Sudeten Germans. 
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7 

Yoicei in Hunga^ 

I went on to Hungary in that month of May this 
year. What were the Hungarians up to I wondered? 
What was their policy in this new situation in Central 
Europe created by the loss of Austrian independence 
and the extension of the German frontier? Were 
they looking to Hitler with hope or with fear? Did 
they believe that he would revise the treaties which 
had carved up their land and people and distributed 
them among other states, or were they distrustful of 
the growing power of Germany lest it should threaten 
their own independence and make them a vassal 
state ? 

I sat once again in the lounge of the Duna-Palota 
where in former years I had watched the European 
puppet play now and then as it was played on this 
stage. Once it had been crowded with young 
British naval officers in charge of a flotilla on the 
Danube. Tliey had chaffed Ali the fat Turk who had 
served them coffee and taken their notes to Greek 
girls or Russian girls with invitations to dance. 
Outside this hotel, after the expulsion of Bela Kun 
and his Bolsheviks who had set up a cruel regime in 
Budapest, there had been a White Terror. Here 
in this lounge, where Gypsy music played, little 
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Hungarian countesses and pretty ladies whispered 
propaganda into the willing ears of British diplomats 
and journalists, telling them that Hungary would 
never, never suflfer die loss of their people and lands 
carved up by the infamous peace treaties. , . . 
Ghosts! 

Ali the Turk was still there in May of this year 
though shrunk to half his former size by illness. He 
recognised me from those former days. The Gypsy 
music still played. But there was a change of 
characters and a change of plot. New events were 
obliterating former history and former passions. 
There were new anxieties, new theories, new fears, 
new men. 

I heard of a new man whose name was unknown to 
me. He was organising a kind of Hungarian Fascism, 
anti-Semitic like National Socialism. His name was 
Saloshi, and he was an ex-ofiScer living on a small 
pension and sharing it wdth two other friends poorer 
than himself. He issued manifestos, I was told in his 
paper TogetbeT, badly written, full of confused 
thought. But he was an idealist of pure life and some 
influence. Part ofhis programme was to break up the 
big estates and do something for the peasants. 

“He does not want to gain power by bloody 
revolution,’’ said a friend of his, “but to win by 
constitutional means. It is a growing movement 
behind the scenes.” 

“No,” said another Hungarian, “he is of no im- 
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portance. The important man in Himgary to-day is 
Imredy. He is intelligent and has courage and 
knowledge. He understands finance, belonging to a 
banking femily. He is cautious and diplomatic, and 
yet strong enough m decision to create reforms. He 
will do something for agriculture. He will limit 
the influence of the Jews without persecution or 
cruelty.” 

Shortly after I left Hungary Imredy became Prime 
Minister, and has the confidence of moderate-minded 
people who wish to steer a middle course without 
fanaticism or wild adventure. 

A Hungarian lady whose name belongs to history 
held me in conversation at table, so that I had to turn 
away firom a pretty lady on my right for more time 
than was quite polite, as afterwards she told me. 

But I was hearing interesting and tragic things. 
For there is tragedy in Hungary among half-starved 
peasants, day labourers, and a ruined aristocracy, and 
a Jewish population afraid of the passion and brutality 
of anti-Semitism, 

•There is a grave danger of Jewish persecution in 
Hungary. It is partly due to the social constitution 
of that nation in the old days when there were only 
aristocrats and peasants who had nothing to do with 
business and trading. All that was left to the Jews. 
Then the aristocrats were ruined by the war. With 
great estates they were utterly impoverished and had 
to borrow from the Jewish banks. After payment of 
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interest they had very little left in many cases, not 
much more than the poor salary of a bank clerk. 
Their sons wish to go into business but find their way 
blocked by the Jewish community who were there 
first. 

“We are not responsible for the acts of our grand- 
fiithers,” say the young men who are tempted towards 
Fascism and anti-Semitism. 

After the war small holdings, from two to three 
acres were given to ex-oflScers. They were without 
houses or roads. The ex-officers borrowed money 
fi-om the Jewish banks and struggled to make a 
living, and failed. They had toiled and sweated to 
pay their interest on their loans. The peasants 
borrowed also from the Jews in times of bad harvest. 
ITie Jewish problem is bitter on both sides. 

The Government is bringing in laws to limit the 
number of Jews in public services. As a retaliation 
the Jewish business men ceased buying for a time and 
used their monopolies over foreign trade which bore 
down harshly upon the producers. This is another 
part of Europe in which the Jewish question is acute 
and dangerous and likely to arouse ugly passions. 

The little Hungarian lady on my right, whom I had 
neglected for conversation on the left, was scornful 
of men and manners in Budapest, 

“They talk and talk,” she told me, “and nothing is 
ever done! It is always the same year after year — 
more talk and nothing changed. The English are just 
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as bad and talk just as foolishly. The English who 
come to Hungary think and talk like the Jews. They 
have the same point of view. They are very ignorant 
of world affairs. They do not understand that 
National Socialism is the new pattern of life in 
Central Europe and that nothing can stop it spreading. 
It suits the yoxmg people. They like it. It gives them 
a chance of running the ^ow, which after all is 
theirs.” 

I lit a cigarette for her, and with her elbows on the 
table she continued to tell me the truth as it seemed 
to her matter of fact mind. 

“What is all this nonsense about Czechoslovakia?” 
she asked me. “Why should England want to 
interfere in Central Europe? What business is it for 
England? Why should they prevent the Sudeten 
Germans from joining up with Germany if they want 
to? I do not understand — especially as you want to 
keep out of war. It is the fault of yom Labour 
politicians and Pacifists who talk like Jews. You 
seem to think, all of you, that Germany wants war. 
That is ridiculous! Gennany doesn’t want war 
because she knows diat in my case it would ruin her, 
and in any case it is impossible for her because she 
hasn’t enough money or food or material resources. 
There is also a lot of nonsense talked in Hungry. 
Salo^, he means nothing! It is all nonsense. . . . 
The revision of the treaties is more nonsense. If 
Hungary ■\Yere to have back her old territories it 
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would make no diflFerence to her economic position. 
She would only have more poverty-stricken people, 
more starving peasants, more ruined landowners. I 
get so tired of all this talk which has been going on 
for twenty years and still goes on.” 

I sympathised with her and felt a little guilty. I 
had been doing some talking. In England, France, 
Germany, Austria and other countries as far away as 
the United States I have talked and listened for 
twenty years in excited conversations — ^plans for 
Utopias, ways of escape, policies for peace, blue 
prints for happiness, ideologies on the right and 
ideologies on the left; but somehow, as this little 
lady says, it makes no difference to the general mess 
into which humanity has fallen. 

But I listened to a lot more talk in Hungary, some 
of it disturbing, some of it perplexing, all of it vastly 
interesting to me because out of this conflict of ideas, 
I hoped to find a few clues to the heart of truth 
which might be important to our own English 
destiny as an assurance of peace, or a way of policy 
for the avoidance of war upon English babes now 
playing with their toes in English cradles. 

I walked across the chain bridge over the Danube 
and climbed up to Buda through the gardens and 
turned to look back at the panorama of Pesth. It is as 
beautiful as any scene in the world, more beautiful 
perhaps than any city in Europe- — ^this side of 
Constantinople. Standing on a terrace near the 
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Coronation Church which holds the crown of St. 
Stephen worn by many Kings and Emperors, I gazed 
across a far vista with the winding river between the 
hills dovra which many races have made their way. 
All history has passed this way from the dawn of 
human struggle. Blood has mixed vrith the waters of 
the Danube all through those ages, and the story is 
not yet ended. 

In a house in Pesth I met a man who frightened me. 
He is a very distinguished man who has helped to 
make history, and when he talked to me for an hour I 
felt that the foundations of my faith had been under- 
mined. For I could not back my experience against 
his, nor my knowledge against his, until I had pulled 
myself together again. He was an Englishman who 
had come to Hungary for a short time to study the 
political situation created by the Austrian loss of 
independence. 

“England,” he said, “has been deluded for yeaus by 
German propaganda. No sooner had the wau ended 
than those people be^in to whine about the Treatty of 
Versailles. It vras a very good Treaty and should 
have been enforced. What would Germany have 
done to us if they had won the war?” 

It seemed to me incredible that any man of high 
intelligence could defend that Treaty of Versailles in 
which the seeds of a new war were deeply planted. 
But he defended it. 

“Germany,” he said, insisted on a “pledge” for 
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France and other countries to disarm. No such 
pledge was given. France quite rightly refused to 
disarm, but we were taken in by the pacifists and 
idealists. At the same time, in the English way, we 
urged France to disarm on land while we ourselves 
were unwilling to agree to equality in naval strength. 
It was the fatal moment for Europe when the 
Rhineland was reoccupied and we failed to act, as 
France was ready to act. That was a surrender to 
German bluff and disregard of law.” 

He spoke bitterly of the poor quality of the modem 
mind, especially in England which is a slave, he said, 
to false ideas, mass-produced. 

“The standard of intelligence,” he said, “is to be 
measured by gullibility in advertisement and pro- 
paganda. By that test we take a low place, because 
we allow ourselves to be hoodwinked by Germany’s 
endless repetition of lies manufactured by her 
propaganda machine. Of course they are preparing 
for war as hard as they can! They are not ready yet. 
They have to get new officers trained. It is not 
likely that they wall be ready this August, but I 
wouldn’t like to prophecy about next August.” 

He was not open to argument or disagreement. 
He was just telling me, and I listened uneasily. 

“The Germans have superiority in the air,” he told 
me. “But they will get no decision by that means. It 
will only put a greater ordeal upon the civilian 
population. There will be a new Ordeal in England. 
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The poor bloody infantry will have to do the fighting 
in the next war as they did in the last — on the same 
battlefields.” 

I had an hour of this. When I came out into the 
sunlight of a May day in Budapest I felt shaken until 
suddenly I laughedaloud, harshly, to the astonishment 
of a Hungarian policeman. 

If that man is right, I thought, some of us are all 
wrong. If that man is right there is no hope for 
Europe and youth will be massacred in many cities 
and many fields. If that man is right Neville Chamber- 
lain is working for peace where there can be no 
peace, and all of us who are trying to do something 
to kill fear and suspicion and ill will are poor deluded 
boobs. If that man is right civilisation itself is 
doomed and the heaped-up bodies of women and 
children will lie under the ruins. 

I spoke aloud with a kind of anger. 

“That man is wrong!” 

By everything I had heard in Germany, by every 
evidence I have found in the minds of those who talk 
with truth as far as one can tell — ^by the knowledge 
in the min ds of the world’s leaders that war would 
mean their own ruin and destruction, by the 
necessity of keeping peace for their own plans and 
power, and by the horror of war in millions of minds 
who remember the last, that man was wrong. 

Supposing he was right! 

There is a good spot in Budapest called Bad 
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Gellert. It has an open air swimming bath with real 
waves caused by some cunning machinery. It also 
has an indoor swimming bath with very blue water. 
Because of a nip in the air even in May the young 
bloods of Budapest preferred the indoor bath in 
which to meet their girls. I watched them swimming 
and diving for a time before taking tea on the terrace 
with some Hungarian friends. In spite of the nip in 
the air the sun was brilliant and it was good to be 
there. There was no sense of lurking tragedy here, 
though beyond the hills, as I knew, there were hungry 
peasants and political unrest. 

“There will be no war,” said one of my Himgarian 
friends, “but peace will be intolerable!” 

He elaborated this thought which I foimd interest- 
ing and uncommon. 

“Germany,” he said, “will go on being naughty — 
this side of war. The political leaders of Germany 
under Hitler will keep on putting pressure first here 
and then there, keeping Europe in a state of alarm 
and gaining points because of that alarm. They really 
do not know what they want exactly — Shaving no 
settled programme, but when one string fails they 
pull another, as opportunists.” 

Along the terrace of Bad Grelleit came two smart 
young Himgarians, good-looking like most of their 
race. One of them raised a hand in greeting to my 
fidends. 

“The frontier of England,” said my friend, “is 
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not on the Rhine but on the Danube.” 

I hesitated to say: “God forbid!” and awaited his 
further illumination. 

He thought that the right English policy was to 
create a cotmterpoise to German influence, not in 
any way hostile or unfriendly, by supporting a group 
of states which would include Hungary, Czecho- 
slovakia, Jugoslavia, Rumania and Italy. He did not 
believe much in the stability of the Berlm-Rome 
“Axis.” 

He was not speaking, he told me, in any unfriendly 
way to Geimany. On the contraiy he was in favour 
of the Sudeten Germans joining up with their 
brethren in the Reich. Whether they would be 
satisfied with autonomy or not remained to be seen, 
but they were of no military advantage to the Czechs. 
Their sympathies were all with Germany. 

He emphasised again his view that England could 
not disinterest herself in South-eastern Europe and 
that her policy should reach out to restrain the 
complete domination of Germany, in that direction, 
not by any threat of war or any active opposition but 
by a sphere of influence and friendship widi Hungry 
and her neighbours. 

“Germany does not want to incorporate Hungry 
or the Czechs or the Rumanians within her Reich,” 
he said. “That would be a violation of her racial 
ideas. But there is a danger that by fostering the 
spread of National Socialism and getting into clc«e 
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touch with its leaders she could establish a number 
of vassal states, enforcing her will upon them. 
That is probably her line of action. The destiny of 
the world is to be decided in Berlin and London. 
Those are the two centres of power. Now that 
France has lost her place Hungary looks to London. 

I doubt very much whether London is looking as 
far as Hungary. 

“What is England’s policy?” I was asked by 
another Hungarian. “At what point will they call 
upon Germany to halt? By next October Austria 
will he rearmed with German weapons. What then? 
Czechoslovakia, Himgary, the Rumanian oil-wells? 
Is there aaj point at which England will say — ^Thus 
far and no farther? At any moment an explosion 
may happen in Czechoslovakia. What will England 
do then? Just nothing?” 

I found public opinion in Hungary distressed, 
divided and uncertain. They were gravely perturbed 
by the loss of Austria. It was a mortal blow to the 
hopes of their monarchists. It had brought Hitler to 
their gates. They were not unfnendly to Germany 
but disliked this great power and pressure so near to 
them. They looked anxiously to England as I have 
shown by these notes of conversations. At the back 
of their minds is the idea that England is the only 
Power which can counterbalance the weight and 
dynamic pressure of the Geiraanic folk. They were 
awaiting events in Czechoslovakia. 
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8 

The Gates of Janus 

When I returned to England after these conver- 
sations abroad the crisis in Czechoslovakia reached 
its climax. The shooting and ill treatment of 
Sudeten Germans by Czechs, possibly with pro- 
vocation from the other side, had stirred up passion 
in Germany, at least in the State-controlled press. 
The Czechs mobilised some of their reservists and 
started entrenchments as though for a war of 
defence. 

Reports were received by the Foreign Office in 
London that German troops were moving towards the 
Czech border. Sir Neville Henderson, our Am- 
bassador in Berlin, called on the German Foreign 
Office to enquire into the truth of this. It was 
denied. 

Further reports of German troop movements 
again reached the Foreign Office in Whitehall coming 
from Prague and Paris and other sources. They were 
gravely disturbing. 

The British Cabinet met hurriedly, and sat for 
many hours. There were urgent commxmications 
from France. It seemed that the French Government 
would mobilise its army if Germany entered Czecho- 
slovakia. Orders were being prepared for that event. 
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We were on tiie brink of war, it seemed. 

If France moved and came into conflict with 
German troops we were bound by our military 
alliance with France to go to her defence, or, if not 
bound by written agreement, we should do so 
beyond doubt in spite of Mr. Chamberlain’s 
reservations regarding a new pledge in advance on 
account of Czechloslovakaa. 

What happened in 1914 would happen again in 
1938. It would be the same combination — Britain, 
France and Russia against Germany and her allies — 
with a difference this time because Italy would be on 
the other side, and with another difference — Soviet 
Russia instead of Czarist Russia, that is to say the 
most anti-democratic tyranny allied with us in the 
beautiful name of democracy. Our English boys 
would be called upon to die in great numbers in 
order to prevent the Sudeten Germans deciding 
under what form of government they v?ished to live. 

That would be the paradox for which we should 
be plunged into war with its hideous certainties of 
widespread destruction and the massacre of civilians. 
But really it would be for another reason less 
apparent to the lads who would lose their lives and 
the women and children who would be bombed to 
death in many places. ... It was the old story of 
power politics, the old fear of European domination 
by a single power together with a murderous cause of 
hatred in political minds. Had war happened the 



THE JEOPARDY OF WAR 


399 


Governments of England and France would have 
gone into it for one reason only — to call a halt to 
German expansion and to maintain the balance of 
power. But in support of action against Germany 
were all those people on the Left in England and 
France, the former pacifists, the former anti- 
militcirists, who so hated Fascism and National 
Socialism that they were eager to risk war itself to 
challenge and destroy the adherents to those creeds 
though they veiled their eyes from what is happening 
in Russia. They called upon their governments to 
“stand up to the Dictators” with the kind assistance 
of Mr. Stalin, that gentle democrat. In the House of 
Commons, Laboxir men, who once had advocated a 
general strike against any kind of war and protested 
against the military training of public schoolboys, 
now clamoured for the defence of Czechoslovakia — 
that conglomerate state of mixed races against “the 
brutal aggression” of the German Nazis. 

Our Ambassador in Berlin was instructed to call 
again at the German Foreign Olfice with further 
enquiries as to the reported movements of German 
troops, and no doubt with the warning that his 
Government would take the gravest possible view of 
any such movement towards the Czech frontier. He 
saw Joachim von Ribbentrop, the German Foreign 
Secretary. The interview, it is said, was somewhat 
alarming. . . . For some hours the peace of Europe 
seemed to be in grave jeopardy. 



400 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

The German troops did not move towards the 
Czech frontier. It is admitted now that the reports 
of such movements were inaccurate, though, to the 
annoyance of Herr Hitler and others, they were 
repeated in certain English newspapers of the Left 
after the denials had been made and accepted. 

Two men in England did great work for peace in 
those days. They were our Prime Minister who kept 
his nerve, his courage, and his commonsense in this 
time of crisis, refusing to be rushed into dangerous 
action by any hotheads on the Opposition Benches, or 
his own. He was firm but conciliatory. He brought 
fiiendly pressure to bear on all sides. He was a good 
counsellor to France* where there was danger of hasty 
and irretrievable decisions. 

. The other Englishman who did well for his country 
and the world at this time was Lord Halifax, a man of 
high spirituality and spotless honour w^ho proves by 
his very presence the absurdity of those political 
critics who accuse the Government of cowardly 
surrender to the Dictatorships and abject bartering 
of principles and honour vvith the forces of evil. As 
long as he is Foreign Secretary England’s honour is 
safe, and our policy in Europe will be directed by a 
clear brain who will never let his coimtry be trapped 
into a war by the wildness of political passion or the 
stupidities of muddled thought. He stands for peace 
as the supreme need of this coimtiy and all oAers. 
As long as peace is possible by conciliation, fiiendly 
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exchange of ideas, a settlement of diflFerences, and the 
elimination of fear, he will keep it. 

While denouncing the cowardice of the Govern- 
ment the critics of the Left proclaim that the easing 
of the tension in Czechoslovakia was due to a calling 
of the German bluff. “Y ou see,” they say, “that if we 
take a strong stand these people climb down.” That 
is a dangerous attitude to take. It would be more 
generous and wise to give the credit to the German 
leaders for their desire to avoid a European war, 
even at the cost of yielding some of their political 
sympathies with people of their own stock, and acting 
with restraint and moderation in regard to the 
Sudeten Gennans. Let us give them credit and be 
thankful for it — ^for it is their due. They kept the 
peace. 

This country of ours still feces a troubled world — a 
world in which cruelty and horror are piled up day 
by day, in Spain, in China and elsewhere. We are 
deeply involved in its dangers and menaces, because 
of our Imperial responsibilities and our place in 
Europe. It is hard for liberal and humane minds to 
watch these horrors, as in China, without intervening 
to stop the meissacres of helpless people. A flame of 
passionate indignation would in the old days have 
swept this country to war against Japan. Are we 
getting dulled by a surfeit of cruelty? Have we lost 
our old generous instincts? 

I do not believe that; but the plain truth is that 
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because of the power of destructive weapons and 
modem armies we are unable to act as the world’s 
policemen. Wars nowadays are totalitarian, not 
punitive expeditions. They are apt to become world 
wars which would challenge us on all fronts. That is 
why some of our extremists seem to me fanatics of 
theory and doctrinaires divorced from actuality. 
Reftising conscription they would yet defy the 
Dictators in Central Europe — ^with what Annies? — 
declare war on Japan, intervene in Spain and tell 
Mussolini to surrender Abyssinia. 

The Pacifists have turned Jingoes. They are 
enraged by the bombing of British merchant ships in 
Spanish waters and talk about the good old days when 
the British Navy would have blown Franco’s cruisers 
to blazes. 

A naval officer in the House of Commons who gave 
his opinion that such action would be imvsise was 
insulted as a cowardly specimen of his profession by 
“a gallant and honourable member” on the Labour 
Benches. The temptation, of course, to take action 
in the old style is great, according to the slogans of 
Britannia Rules the Waves, Hearts of Oak and the 
Bull-Dog Breed! It would be heartily welcomed 
by our “^eace-loving” press. It would have popular 
success in the pubs. But it would be contrary to the 
purpose of Mr. Chamberlain which was to prevent 
an extension of die Spanish Civil War by any new 
access of passion. Mmy of those British merchant- 
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ships had only recently flown the Red Ensign. 
Many of them were rotten ships manned by foreign 
crews. So honest an Englishman and good sailor as 
Sir Roger Keyes wrote in a letter to the Times that 
they were a disgrace to the Ensign they carried. All 
of them were there in Spanish territorial waters for 
purposes of high profit and at their own risk. Why 
should Great Britain use its Fleet to protect these 
adventurers of whom many ran up the Red Ensign 
without speaking a word of English? His Majesty’s 
Opposition taimted the Government again for its 
cowardice and played the part of outraged patriots 
deeply humiliated by all this. They had a plausible 
case and made the most of it. Their sincerity would 
have been better proved if their indignation had not 
been associated with partisanship in the Spanish 
Civil War and their sympathies with the Republican 
side of that murderous and merciless conflict, in 
which heroism itself has been defiled on both sides by 
hideous and inhuman cruelties. 

Some little time ago I had a conversation on Spain 
with a very wise old lady, getting on for ninety, who 
knew a lot about life and a lot about Spain. 

“Don’t let us poke our fingers into other peoples’ 
pies,” she said, “isn’t that our best policy?” 

I believe that is the instinctive policy of the 
British folk, in spite of the “pacifists” who are ready 
to fight everybody and the doctrinaires who mistake 
their theories for actualities. It is the policy I hear in 
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English gardens and English villages, though I am 
bound to admit it is expressed by simple men -who 
could not find Czechoslovakia on the map, who do 
not read the New Statesman or even Time and Tide, 
and who know nothing of balances of power and 
other reasons why their babes should be bombed in 
their cradles. 
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I 

The Anxious Days 

I N this year of grace of which I write England has 
had many anxieties. It came after a year of ordeal, 
following the death of King George V, whose 
Jubilee called out for a time, partly because of sun- 
soaked days and warm darkness, a touch of the 
Elizabethan spirit — ^the merriment of Shakespeare’s 
pageant of life — ^when youth danced to the tune of 
piano-organs or any kind of music in the glamorous 
nights of London streets, and beacons were lit on a 
thousand hills, and flags fluttered in every village. 
There was an unusual lack of self-repression in die 
crowds. There was an Illusion of happiness among 
the common folk who, as a rule, take their pleasures 
sadly, or at least without exuberance of spirits. 

This was repeated at the Coronation of George VI 
in spite of dreary weather. The English people love 
pageantry, and they love the tradition of their Crovro. 
The abdication of Edward VIII semned to inq>ire 
them with greater loyalty to the brother who 
accepted the burden vnth all its pledges. 

405 
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This year has brought new bewilderments and a 
growing sense of fear that the horrors of war may be 
near at hand, and that poison gas may be creeping 
through the streets of crowded cities while incen- 
diary bombs are smashing little houses bought on the 
hire system — and all the rest of it. Otherwise why 
this colossal programme of rearaiament? Otherwise 
why these Home OflSce instructions for anti-gas 
defence? Why these speeches by Cabinet Ministers 
to make the people’s flesh creep? The newspapers 
keep the nerves of their readers consfeintly on edge by 
recording the threats of convulsion in Europe, the 
savagery of Civil War in Spain, and “incidents” which 
keep breaking out in the volcanic state of this world 
of seething passions and blind forces. 

The nation is confused, divided in ideas, uncertain 
of its future. The idealists have lost faith in their own 
hopes and dreams. They believed in the League of 
Nations as an institution upholding justice, protecting 
law, preparing the way for the elimination of armed 
conflict by ways of reason and conciliation. The 
League of Nations is sick unto death. The tragedy and 
crime of Abyssinia was an almost mortal blow to its 
prestige. Its impotence was revealed. “Sanctions” 
failed. Law was not upheld. There was no justice. 
So that hope has gone — for a while. 

The Spanish Civil War has not been out of English 
thoughts since it first began. Like a blinding light 
thrown on to an arena in which men are fighting like 
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beasts to the death, the daily news from Spain 
revealed how little man has advanced from primitive 
savagery, how merciless though he fights in the name 
of Christ, how diabolical though he fights in the name 
of humanity. 

The Spanish Civil War has not been an alien affair 
which leaves untouched the English mind watching it 
from afitr. It has had grave and dangerous effects upon 
our own mentality, and later on it may have grave 
and dangerous effects upon our actions. The aid given 
to General Franco by the dictatorships of Germany 
and Italy has exasperated and inflamed the anger of the 
Left minds in England, who see in this another cause 
for hatred against Fascism, and another challenge to 
Democracy and Liberty in which they profess to 
believe, and in which some of them believe. The aid 
given to Caballero and his Communists, Anarchists, 
Syndicalists, and Socialists, by volunteers, and arms 
from France, Russia, Czechoslovakia, Houndsditch 
and Hoxton, seem to minds on the Right and to many 
Catholics and Chiistians, a clear revelation of Anti- 
Christ, working to overthrow religion, order, and 
civilisation, by the massacre of priests and nuns, the 
burning of churches, and assassination of innocent 
folk by murder gangs. They see the hand of Russia 
reaching out to stir up the flames of revolt against all 
Christian and civilised ideals. They see the advance 
of Communism, not only in this Spanish conflict but 
in France and all coimtries who have given aid to the 
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Spanish “comrades” under the banner of Bolshevism. 

The British Labour Party have been greatly agitated 
by the Spanish struggle, and have accepted the 
Government’s policy of non-intervention with only 
grudging consent. Newspapers formerly in the 
Liberal tradition have taken open sides with the 
Spanish Communists, and, day after day, have accused 
the Government of cowardice in not stopping German 
and Italian reinforcements of Franco’s army. They 
would have supported direct intervention on the side 
of the Spanish “Loyalists” even at the risk of a general 
European war. They are propagandists of religious 
fenaticism based upon hatred of the Fascist creed, and 
upon feith in something they call Democracy, though 
Communism, as well they know, is a denial of liberty 
and democratic rule. 

The Left-minded people in England are more 
fanatical than the Right. The Labour Party has become 
definitely militarist in its allegiance to that mystical 
phrase Collective Security which at the present time 
has no meaning of substance, and if Labour ever came 
into power it would be far more likely to plunge this 
country into war on behalf of this ideal than the 
Conservatives who are more realistic in their foreign 
policy, though not realistic enough to see that 
Germany and Great Britain should arrange the peace 
of Europe, with France and Italy in a Western pact, or 
with France without Italy if Mr. Mussolini is out for 
trouble. 
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2 

The Middle oj the Road 

This ranging up of rival extremists is a departure 
from the historical attitude of England in her foreign 
policy, and a complete break with the traditional 
temper and character of the English people, who are 
essentially and instinctively neither Right nor Left, 
but in the Liberal centre. They stiU stay there, I am 
firmly convinced. Get away from London, get beyond 
the groups of intellectuals, theorists, and fanatics, and 
one finds everywhere in England the old mistrust of 
fanaticism, the old shrewdness of judgment between 
the clamour of rival factions, the old belief in tem- 
porising, and compromise, and give-and-take which 
has been the genius of the English people for a long 
period. They don’t want to go to war for a theoretical 
ideal of which they are sceptical. They don’t want 
to go to war for Russian Communists or Czecho- 
slovaks. They don’t want to be draped to the 
shambles for a phrase called “Collective Security,” or 
for that old man-trap the Balance of Power. “Self- 
interest” is the gibe flimg at this attitude of mind by 
flaniing idealists, who would have us fight single- 
handed on any front for their ideas of abstract justice. 
Self-interest certainly, but it involves national 
preservation — and the preservation of civilisation, the 
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beauty of life, liberty, to say nothing of babies in their 
cradles and the blood of oitr young manhood. Lose or 
win, another world war woidd for England be the end 
of everything, as it would be for France and Germany. 
We lost the fine flower of our race in the last war — a 
million of our best. Those who would have been our 
leaders now went down into the mud of Flanders and 
the Somme. We have not yet replaced them. Are 
we to complete our ruin by bloody adventures on 
behalf of Russia or Czechoslovakia ? The answer, I 
believe, in the minds of the English people outside 
the range of the Left Book Club is very definitely : No ! 
I am bound to say that, though I believe in Collective 
Security as the ultimate ideal if it is collective and 
secure — but not without Germany, Japan, Italy and 
the United States. 

And yet they are conscious, these middle-minded 
people, of bewilderment and lack of any clear con- 
viction. They were the people — eleven million of 
them — ^who voted in the Peace Ballot presented to 
them by Lord Cecil and others, and gave their 
approval to support the League of Nations Covenant, 
if necessary as fer as imposing sanctions upon an 
aggressor nation. They believed, as I did, in Collec- 
tive Security, and would do so still if it had had the 
united support of all the great powers. But they now 
have seen that there was no such unity of action 
against an aggressor nation as Italy was judged to be. 
France “ratted.” Germany was out of it. The United 
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States was out of it. Further action in regard to 
sanctions would have meant a straight fight between 
this country and Italy. How could that be called 
Collective Security? They have lost their faith in the 
League, and as yet they have found no other shrine at 
which to worship. They hope that this rearmament of 
Great Britain will give pause to bandit nations, but 
they hate the bill of costs, and wonder what use will 
be made of all these stocks of shells and ammunition 
now being piled up. To the average man in the tea- 
shop or the third-class carriage, with whom I talk 
now and again, rearmament is a temporary safeguard 
which, no doubt, is necessary, but which is not 
exactly reassuring in the hands of the present, or any 
other. Government. 

“They may want to use those toys,” says the man 
who remembered the last war. 

“Nobody wanted the last war, but it happened. 
Some fool at the Foreign OfiSce may walk into a trap. 
Then we shall be for it a^in, I suppose. It’s all raving 
lunacy. If you call this civilisation, then civilisation 
ought to be blotted out! If I smell poison gas in 
High Street, Kensington, or the Brompton Road, I 
shall walk out and breathe deeply of it because 
the game will be up, as &r as civilisation is 
concerned.” 

I have heard those words said. Memy people are 
thinking the same thing. There is a dark pessimism 
in many English minds. 
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I went one night to a meeting at Londonderry 
House. It was on behalf of the Red Cross libraries 
for hospitals, and a number of dames and dowagers 
had assembled to hear a debate between an array of 
famous writers, under the chairmanship of Lord 
Esher. The subject was: “I find this world a good 
place to live in — or I don’t.” 

We sat imcomfortably on gilt-backed chairs in the 
great salon of this noble house. The femous writers 
had more comfortable seats facing their audience. 
They were Humbert Wolfe, Day Lewis, Margaret 
Kennedy, Rose Macaulay, Margaret Irwin and T. S. 
Eliot. I listened to their speeches. They were witty 
and amusing, with verbal fireworks. Humbert Wolfe, 
poet and orator, was in good form and raised a laugh 
at every sentence and played with ideas like a juggler 
with glittering balls, keeping them up with perfect 
ease. Miss Macaulay was called upon suddenly to 
take the place of a distinguished pacifist, down with 
asthma, and said some very good things. So did they 
all. But there was an imderlying gloom in these 
speeches. They evaded the question of the debate by 
the most ingenious flippancies. They dared not look 
at the world around them. They could not find a 
good thing to say about it. They were jesters, with 
death knocking at the door. They laughed like 
Boccaccio’s characters with the plague around them. 
Miss Market Irwin tried to cheer us up by saying 
that, however bad the world might be at present, it 



THE SPIRIT OF ENGLAND 413 

■was no worse than it had always been. Was not life 
always horrible? Why, then, should we complain 
about our present state? The only way to be happy, 
said Lord Esher, is to wear blinkers, and not 
see what is going on each side of us. There was 
no word of hope, of beauty, of laughter, or of 
happiness. 

Mr. Day Le’vsds, speaking as a member of the Left 
Book Club, dropped the mask for a moment. 
“People like ourselves,” he said, “who are ■writers and 
poets, look out of a window upon a crazy world. 
Sometimes we think we must be mad ourselves. 
Perhaps we are, but outside our window the world 
is even madder. To secure peace people are arming 
to the teeth and making bombs to blow other 
people to bits. In a world of plenty and over- 
production people are starving. It’s a lunatic 
world!” 

He regarded it with deqjair, but in hfe young soul 
there was a dream. Everything might be changed by 
Commrinism. Willingly would he surroider free 
speech and free thought that those now hungry should 
be fed. It did not occur to him that there is a hunger 
of the mind as well as of the body; and that denial of 
freedom does not produce more bread, even in 
Russia, where they are also arming to the teeth, and 
seem as mad as the rest of us, judged by recent 
trials. 

One cause of this distress in oinr English minds is. 
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I think, the consciousness that we are on an island — 
not geographically but intellectually — ^surrounded by 
a sea of passion which threatens to swamp us, or, at 
least, makes an unpleasant noise in our ears. We are 
a civilised people and the world is becoming un- 
civilised. Most of us still believe in freedom of 
speech and thought within the framework of our 
social order. We still believe in tolerance of 
minorities. We hate cruelty and brutality, though 
that gentleness is not old in our tradition. In hun- 
dreds of thousands of homes in England there is the 
conversation of free minds, a decent level of culture, 
some homage to beauty, a love of gardens, flowers, 
birds, and the pleasant ways of life. As a people we 
do not flame out into political passion, and detest 
fanaticism of any kind. Instinctively we are law- 
abiding, free from any violence of revolt. No dark 
and deadly conspiracies lurk in the imderworld. Even 
the inhabitants of the Distressed Areas are marvel- 
lously patient and untouched by revolutionary bitter- 
ness, though they have been given too little aid beyond 
the dole. Apart from those black areas of unemploy- 
ment — ^not quite so bad now, and with a promise of 
rescue — our people have a feir standard of living with 
a margin for amusement and self-education, if they 
are out for that, as many are. The standard of intelli- 
gence is rising, despite the danger of mass-produced 
idiocies. 

I am always impressed by the intelligence of the 
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average mind. Those young men and women who go 
walking on week-aids between one youth hostel and 
another read well, think well, and talk well. At least 
they talk with an appeal to reason, and with good 
nature for those who hold opposite ideas. They don’t 
knife each other because they disagree. They don’t 
have private bomb factories for blowing up railway 
lines or killing their politicians. In the rooms of 
undergraduates there is good talk between the 
inevitable absurdities of the yoimger mind, and any- 
how a certain code of courtesy, and an unfailing sense 
of humour. Talk to a City clerk over a marble-topped 
table in a Lyons cafe, and you will find him polite, 
shrewd in judgment, awake to the world around him, 
interested in some hamJess hobby, tolerant, kindly, 
and unembittered, however small his salary. 

We may claim to be civilised. In spite of all our 
weak points, our stupidities, and our growing menace 
of mass-produced minds, we are still, I believe, a 
credit to democracy, though not so good in intelli- 
gence or physique as the Scandinavian nations. But 
this democracy of Ola's is, we think, menaced by the 
dictatorships and the ideologies, and the rise of blind 
force, violence, political hatreds and murderous 
passions. We wish to live in peace but see omrselves 
dragged into conflict. We believe in tolerance, but 
find intolerance enthroned. We want to improve the 
security of life by appeal to reason, by a friendly 
method of conciliation, but find that reason does not 
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prevail at the council tables. We — ^being civilised — 
wish to escape from discipline, regimentation, and 
the spirit of militarism, but find that all other countries 
are arming, drilling, and parading with gas masks. 
Being civilised we have perhaps become a little slack 
and a little soft, preferring a patch of garden to a 
barrack square, and a lawn-mower to a machine-gun, 
and a book to a bomb, and a symphony concert over 
the wireless to the sound of bugles and the beat of 
drums. Thoughtfiil minds in England — the book- 
lovers and the beauty-lovers and the ramblers through 
Surrey woods — ^have a sense of uneasiness, a distress 
in their souls, because they are afraid that intelligence 
is in retreat before primitive instinct, and that their 
liberty, their ways, their little bit of civilisation, may 
be menaced by the coming of the Goths out of the 
primeval forests. They hear from afar the howling 
of wolves. Perhaps it will be necessary to obey the 
orders of a sergeant-major, and step up briskly to 
rasping commands in a barrack square. Horrid 
thought! What an interruption to civilised tran- 
quillity! 
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3 

Lack ojf Leadership 

The English people dislike discipline. I have always 
hated it myself like poison. But a certain amount of 
it might be good for us. We have carried our indi- 
vidualism too far in resisting the community spirit 
and organised team work. There is much to be said 
for the German Labour Camps, in which every young 
man and woman must serve for a time, whatever their 
class or opportunity of work. There is nothing to be 
said — ^let us admit it — for the groups of young men 
propping themselves against the walls of Labour 
Exchanges or coming out like young wolves from 
their lairs at night to get free food on the Embank- 
ment, or under the Admiralty Arch. They should be 
rounded up, and put into Labour Camps, willy-nilly, 
for at least a year’s service, instead of being allowed 
to drift into vice and demoralisation. 

The blackest mark on our social record in the post- 
war years is the lack of any organised service for the 
unemployed, any kind of recruitment for service of 
some kind — ^preferably on that wasted land of ours 
which should grow more food for our people — a 
thought which occurs only to our great brains when 
they get funky of a new war. Much heart-break would 
have been avoided by some scheme of compulscwy 
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labour for the generation of young manhood; much 
comradeship, and cheerfulness, and laughter, and 
improved physique, could have been gained if only 
the Labour Government, or the so-called National 
Government, had had the courage to enrol the 
unemployed in England in service battalions for work 
on the land when other work was short, with good 
leadership, mild discipline, physical exercises, and 
something of the spirit of those who once went 
singing “Pack up your troubles in your Old Kit 
Bag,” without the same red fires at Journey’s End. 
We let them drift, and hang about, and slouch around, 
getting bored — ^boredom, so many have told me, is 
their greatest curse — getting dejected, getting un- 
employable. If only we had had a leader of inspiration 
and courage to take this job in hand in the right 
spirit, with a call to comradeship, we should have 
brought rescue to derelict communities. 

Where are our leaders with such vision and such 
courage? It is pitiful, and alarming, that we lack any 
inspiration of leadership, or any coming forward of 
young men with character and a touch of genius. A 
million went west in the war. We have not made up 
the loss. There is something lacking in the spirit of 
our young manhood to-day. Those crowds who 
watch football matches, and bet on them, are not 
playing games. 

In the Universities there is contempt for the 
“hearties” who play rude games by those who prefer 
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the cinema or the Left Book Club. Even the 
intellectuals allow themselves to be weakened by the 
false mirage of Communism instead of getting to 
work on ideas of practical and immediate possibility. 

Looking down on the House of Commons from the 
Strangers’ Gallery one’s heart sinks at the mediocrity 
of that assembly. There is nothing dynamic there. 
The two Front Benches are respectable and dull. 

The Labour Party with a few exceptions is without 
quality. The Conservative Party has now a very strong 
leader in Mr. Neville Chanberlain, who has shovm 
great courage and almost heroic obstinacy in his 
foreign policy. He has a gift of commonsense which 
cuts through all the shams of political argument. But 
is there any distinction or quality in the men behind 
him? Few of them show any signs thereof. 

Perhaps that is too harsh. I feel it is now that I 
have written the words. There must be on the back 
benches, here and there, young men of promise. 
But they don’t get a chance. The Front Benches are 
utterly selfish in the length of their speeches and their 
allegiance to a machine which is crushing out the 
spirit of the Parliamentary arena, ironing out the 
individual point of view, denying the limelight to 
the yoimg crowd. The French group system, not 
without objection — Heaven knows — ^is, to my mind, 
preferable to a Parliamentary system conducted by 
the pomposities of the Front Bench, controlled by 
The Cabinet, and disciplined by the Whips. 



420 ORDEAL IN ENGLAND 

SomethiBg will have to be done about it, or the 
Parliamentary system, which, after all, is the safe- 
guard of democracy in the English sense of that much 
abused word, will fall into decay and contempt. 

The past twelve months have been an ordeal in 
England testing, and perhaps shaking, the nerve of 
that section of society — that small section — ^which is 
sensitive to the international situation, and to the 
perils and portents of our own state. That enormous 
rearmament programme sits heavily on the imagina- 
tion of those who count the cost and look ahead to 
what may happen when it is completed. It is 
already disrupting the national industry by recruiting 
every class of labour for munitions, and commandeer- 
ing all available material — ^steel, timber, every kind of 
metal — ^for purposes which have no productive value 
beyond the machinery of slaughter, and no selling 
power in the world’s markets. Prices of these 
commodities are rocketing to fantastic heights. The 
Government buyers are in the hands of rings, 
monopolists, and profiteers who are becoming 
millionaires out of this great gamble in which the 
moneyed public is up to its neck. I hate to refer 
a^in to the Royal Commission Report on the Arms 
Industry, but if that had been adopted, these abuses 
would have been prevented and there would have 
been the chance of control, efficiency, and economy, 
instead of the present lack of authority, and complete 
surrender to the profit-making interests. 



THE SPIRIT OF ENGLAND 421 

All that belongs to the dark side of our English 
scene to-day, and I have not put in the blacks too 
heavily, I think. But there is another side more 
pleasant to contemplate. The mass of the English 
people remain untouched by the despondency of the 
intellectuals, the fanatical theories of political 
extremists, the flesh-creeping forecasts of the prophets 
of doom, and all morbid dreadful and horrid 
dreams. They have their jobs to do, and not much 
time or use for that kind of thought. They have their 
little gardens — ^tiheir little private paradises. They 
are getting good wages, if they have work, as more 
have than at any other time in English history. 
Compared with twenty-five years ago their social 
state outside the distressed areas has been raised as 
though by a magic wand. They have got rid of the old 
squalor, the old penury, the old grinding drudgery 
of sweated labour. They have more ease, more 
leisure, more amusement, more interests reaching 
out to them by the B.B.C. and by the adventure of a 
little car which gives them a way of escape fi"om 
narrow lives and mean streets. , 

England is not to be judged only by the monstrous 
ant-heap called London, or by the tabloid press which 
panders to the lowest common denominator of mob 
psychology. There is still the English countryside, 
where life goes on traditionally in old farmsteads and 
small villages. There are the cathedral cities where 
time stands still, and where there is tranquillity of 
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mind. In t±ie old market towns the young farmers 
who come in with their sheep and cattle belong to 
Hardy’s England, and their minds follow the same 
furrows. Their blood is the same. Their character 
has not been changed much by modem fretfulness 
and “nerves.” The young craftsmen and labourers 
who ride away from their work on push-bikes or 
“motor-bikes” are, I find, exactly like the lads who 
joined up in 1914, when some of them thought it 
was going to be “good fun,” not knowing the grisly 
humour they would find. 

The shop-keeping mass in England, in every little 
town and village, as far as I know them, are cheerful 
and very sweet-mannered. Whatever the pessimists 
and the critics of English life may say, I am certain that 
our folk have a sanity, a steadiness, an incapability of 
passion and hatred, a good-natured tolerance, a 
kindly courtesy, a sense of humour, and a moral 
tradition which keep us free from the political 
turmoil and the ferocious vendettas which make such 
hell in many European countries. All foreigners 
think so when they come to visit us. lam sure they 
are right. We don’t know our own luck in being free 
to think, to speak, to live without fear of spies, 
inquisitors, and murder gangs. We don’t know our 
own luck in having a national mind which keeps very 
steadily to the middle of the road. 

We free a new reign under a yoimg King, to whom 
the Crown came unexpectedly and in a tragic way. 
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We face an uncertain fnture, not without danger, and 
certain to bring new ordeals to test the courage and 
the wisdom of the younger generation whose world it 
will be. Let me give them one word of hope, in 
which I believe. I dare to say that the expected war 
need not happen. Let us kill that bogey in our 
minds. It will not happen if we do not wish it to 
happen. 
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